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Are you man enough to learn a real man’s job? 


Do you have what it takes to be a 
HEAVY EQUIPMENT OPERATOR? 


Would you like to earn $4.50 an hour or more? * 

Do you have what it takes to complete a tough course that 
combines home study and actual experience on modem heavy 
construction equipment? 

Then investigate Northwest Schools’ complete course in 
heavy equipment operation . . . today’s way to prepare for 
tomorrow’s job. You learn the fundamentals and principles 
at home while you keep your present job, then attend resi- 
dent training school for two weeks, where you practice oper- 
ation, maintenance and repair of equipment, and actually 
set up and complete typical projects. Learn at your own speed 
in your free time. Graduate in a few months, or take up to 
two years at no extra cost. One tuition fee covers both home 
study and resident training. Trained men are needed for con- 
stmction projects everywhere . . . dams, highways, airports, 
etc. . . . now and for years to come. Wages are good (see ex- 
amples at right), and they’re going up all the time. Gradu- 
ates get nationwide job placement assistance. 


NORTHWEST SCHOOLS 

2 Park Avenue 

Manhasset, New York 11030 


These Northwest Graduates 
Say, “Training Pays Off” 

*Wage scales vary greatly in the industry 
due to type and location of project, specific 
jobs, experience and other factors. Here are 
some recent reports from Northwest gradu- 
ates — names on request: 

Edmonds, Wn., “Op>erating scraper 
for $5.65 an hour.” I.D.N., Canton, O.. “Work- 
ing on a front-end loader at $4.72 an hour.” 
D.E.R., Bonners Ferry, Ida., “Now earning 
$4.50 an hour.” G.G.G., Elkhart, Ind., “As a 
crane operator I earn $204 a week.” G.W.B., 
Sylva, N.D., “Working for a local construc- 
tion company on salary, $7500 yearly.” 
W.O’R., Whitestone, N.Y., “Started as an oil- 
er for $5.35 an hour.” E.A.K., Rochester, Ind., 
“Operating dozer and crane for $5.65 an hour.” 
B.D.O., Tacoma, Wn., “Am operating foreman 
now on salary of $920 per month.” 


RETURN THIS COUPON for complete information. 
Find out how this training could be your first step 
to employment in the exciting Heavy Equipment 
industry. No obligation. 

NORTHWEST SCHOOLS 

HEAVY EQUIPMENT TRAINING DIVISION 

Dept. 2 Park Ave. 

Manhasset, New York 11030 

Name ^ - , 
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MY NAME IS 

CAROLYN 

COMPOTE! 

As tasty o dish to set before a king or even one of us commoners, 
that you'll ever find. Yes sir, Carolyn's that happy combination of 
fruitsome-frolicsome femininity that makes for happy hours. 

She's a bubbling personification of sprite and spirit to chase gloom 
away, os if it would dare stay in her presence. Bless her, 
but isn't she a healthy gal? A real comfortable creature to dispel clouds 
and pour forth joy? Sure she is, and that's why she's a 
Coper Cut/e if there ever was one. 




Healthy, athletic, a barret of fun — 
that’s Carolyn. And. she's a great 
sport, on and off the field. But don't 
get fooled by what may appear to 
be a hedonistic happening. She's 
got a level head — and won't be mis- 
led. Although many hove tried, none 
can claim victory. Someday, some- 
one will. 





It's not oil smiles, it's not os easy 
as it looks — in fact a lot of hard 
work goes into being a success at 
bringing pleasure. But the payoff 
is in front of your eyes. Do you really 
know anything better than Carolyn 
— you liar. 
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LETTERS 

To the Editor: 

At the time I'm writing this I have a copy 
of the Breslin story (August CAPER) 
and also a newspaper item saying he 
was running tor mayor of New York. 
There wasn't a word about it in CAPER 
and I wondered why. Wasn't he running 
onthesameticketwith Norman Mailer? 

Fred Gorton 
Phoenix. Arizona 

Editor's Note: Actually the article was 
written before Mailer and Breslin decided 
to enter the race. They have both entered 
the Democratic primary. Mailer for the 
mayoralty nomination and Breslin for the 
President of the City Council. The decision 
came too late to be included. But Breslin 
and \failer did shed some intellectual 
light into what otherwise might have been 
the same old stodgy campaign. 

Tothe Editor: 

Please Be Kind To Your Bookie' (July 
CAPER) reminds me of a guy I used to 
know. This fellow was always changing 
his name too. But that was years ago. I 
c thought bookmaking was against the 
t iaw. I don't understand how they have 
o to pay a federal tax to do something 

e 


which is illegal in the first place. 1 
I don't understand it at all — and besides 
! do I have to pay the fifty bucks for the 
1 stamp? j.T, 

, New York City 

I Editor's .Vote: We can't give legal advice, 
j But it is one of those strange quirks where 
] there are ta.xes for what is generally an 
I illegal activity, When you get the correct 
i ansiver, let us know. too. 

! To the Editor; 

j That view of Maria Costa in the July 
; CAPER was something else again. Now 
personally I go for girls who look ex- 
actly like she does, and pose exactly 
i like she does. She's the kind of a girl 
: a guy would go out of his way to meet. 

' In other words I bet she’d be easy to 
I know. Do you get what ! mean? 

I Sam Maitland 

j Portland, Oregon 


Editor's Note; Only too well do we get ;vhat 
you mean. You're a bit more subtle about 
this same delightful gal whom we had the 
pleasure of showing off. Anyway, the an- 
swer is always a discreet. "That's not the 
way the game is played." But thanks for 
your interest. 


To the Editor: 

I like cartoons, good cartoons that just 
don't repeat the same old gags. And I 
must say that I'veseen someofthe fun- 
niest (and the best drawn) in recent is- 
sues of CAPER. Thought you would like 
to know. 

George Carraway 
Omaha. Nebraska 

Editor's Note; We always like to know such 
things. 

Tothe Editor: 

Who ever gave a girl a name like 
Paisley Popps (August CAPER)? I don't 
believe that any parent in the world 
would hang such a monicker on a 
pretty young thing like she is. I know 
many people, and especially girls 
change their names, when they go 
on the stage. But Paisley Popps indeed! 

George Hamilton 
Augusta. Maine 

Editor's Note; Indeed.' Then maybe you've 
heard of the Andy Warhol actress I!) 
whose last name Is Superstar. At a party 
she was told that if she got married, she 
wouldn't have the name "Superstar" any 
more. She answered she didn't care be- 
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cause it wasn't her real name anyway. 
But tel] us what else would you call a 
girJ whose last name is Popps? 


Tothe Editor: 

Seems to me you're getting pretty seri- 
ous with the discussion of cancer and 
cigarettes in the August CAPER, It 
was about the last kind of article I ex- 
pected to find. You can't tell me that 
that's the final answer on the subject. 
After all the cigarette companies are 
still advertising. 

G.W. Valley 
Charlotte. N.C. 

Editor's Note; No. the article wasn't meant 
to be the last word on the subject. But it 
can't be dismissed. And whatever else 
our readers are. they are men who should 
know as much as they could about a sub- 
ject that affects most of them, ft was 
fitting to be discussed, and that's why it 
was published. 

To the Editor: 

How about less serious articles— more 
girls and more light fiction and short 
too! 


Editor's .Note; And then there's the other 
guy who wants just the opposite. So what 
we have packed into every issus of CAPER 
is a well rounded distribution of pics, fea- 
tures and fiction. More than enough for 
everyone, at least we hope we're satis- 
fying the great majority of our readers. 
Although from time to time we intend to 
go a bit more heavy on the pics and see 
how it works out. 


Tothe Editor; 

One more question on Drew Berkowitz 
(June CAPER). I still don't know whe- 
ther there really was such a guy. Was 
it really possible to create such a fic- 
tional character and get I way with it? 

Sam Albert 
Boston. Mass. 


Editor's Note; The character was actually 
a press agent's creation. The fact that it 
might be near impossible to create such a 
fiction today doesn 't mean it didn 't happen. 
Strangely enough, no matter how you try 
to prove to people something is a fake, and 
if they don't want to be convinced, they 
won’t be. So for a few of you. we've de- 
cided to add Drew to our editorial staff. 


For The Sexually 
Tractable Adult: 



SEXUAL 

LOVEMAKINO 


Frank S. Caprio, M.D. 


This Explicitly 
Illustrated Volume 


^ aDly, most adull males (and more than a few females) 

Yet. today, human sexuality is the legilimale object of popular 
inquiry; physical modes of sexual inrimney. loo, are openly 
explored in lay books and periodicals. But these writings 
while supposedly describing the physio-emotional factors of 
"sexual mechanics." often pay tribute to outdated taboos and 
minority mores — with nme-wasiing. obei-.ani »ortl-uinuiii- 
tiage. Thus, definitive instruction in the lovemaking arts isn't 
always easy to come by; one can only speculate how many 
marriages suffer thereby. 

That's why sexual LOVtMAXlNC's functional ranmi tl'ein- 
is to DO even more than it says. That's why its author, Frank 
S. Capno. M.D. Ian eminent psychiatrist, marriage cminselor 
and world. famous sexologist), resists the threatening im- 
precations of self-appointed critics' who inhibit a puritanical 
world of their own. Definitely not a moralistic "marriage 
manual" of abundant aphorisms — lo Cod, motherhood and 
the flag, no slight intended — this book informs, instructs 
and. unabashedly, illiiuriiles Ihe pleasurable technics of love- 
play, intercourse and sexual variations. A "bedroom book," 
then? Yes’ Voluptuously frank, sixuaL lovimakinc is more 
useful, far more uusMe. in the bedroom than in the library. 

If you find this distasteful, dissenlieni or dissoluie. rend 
more; for the book itself would only nettle your sensibilil 
If not. you may secure a copy (at a special subslunliall) reduced 
price) by reluming the coupon below 

B4 Pagat Of Mala/Famala Poaitienal Ph«to|rapha 

More to be used than read. Dr. Caprio's lovemaking guide 
and atlas swiftly has you mastering ihe postural altitudes, 
intercourse innovations and sexual variants which hesi satisfy 
a seeking male's orgasmic need. Implementing a mulurc 
heterosexuality, are over 200 clear sex. act piciures. These 
precedent. shattering positional photographs appear in j 
bound-in addendum by S, 1. Mink , noted medical editor. 

This 64. page section has been primed on pholo.gloss slock. 
The original photographs, of articulated anatomical models, 
are fine-screen lithographed thereon. ISOTE: These ilrliniiiir 
photos ore so lighted and composed as lo minimize any 
corporal-personal iJenlilicalion and salacious intiniwiinnt; 
obviously, however, they are intended only for self-insirm- 
tion by adults. Their reproduction is strictly prohibited.) 

Piino Laawnt 

Sexual lovemaxinc explores not only the biology of male- 
female sexual apparatus, but also Ihe sensual specifics of 
lovemaking: Loveplay . . . Intercourac . . . Arouxal Path* 

, . . Orgaamie Carcaaen . . . Oral Contaeta . . . Fanlaaiea 
, . . even so<aIled 'Deviationa.'' These physio-sexual realities 
are defined and Illustrated in 7)6 plainspoken pages. This 
besiseller-lo-bc is unique. Deftly, it has you reaching new 
heights of mutual gratification. Indeed, comparing this book 
to others is like comparing piano lessons lo a irealise on music 
appreciation! It presupposes your sexual experience — but 
NOT your sexual performance It transforms same-old-lhing 
“bedroom encounters" into excitingly different LOVE AF. 
FAIRS — again, again and again! 

DaUlltd Saxuti Pr«Mntatlont 

In sexual lovemaking you'll find boundless new sexual 
experiences- Every night a "neH" lover — uninhibiled. in- 
venlive, incredibly sensitive, deliciously delightful! Yet a 
lifelong mate whose lovemaking repertory, complemented by 
yours, passionately banishes the sameness of old-hat sex 
Can any marriage, anchored lo this solid bedrock of unsup- 
pressed volupliioiis sexual variety fail lo become stronger') 
Could you find a belter "bedroom instructor" lhan this his- 
tory-making book'' Where else have so many revealing presen- 
tations. with 64 pages of positional photographs, been 
marshalled in one volume? Find out for youraetf. without 
riak or purehtoe obligation, tinply by returning the 
coupoB below. The deluxe lock-and-k'ey edition ishown ahovci 
IS now yours, subject lo approval, at only S7.5U Ihe cop>. 
tlO.95 the regular price. The standard clolhhound ediliun is 
only Si.OO Ihe copy. S7.VS the regular price. Rkbice PubHshen. 
Inc..3S Ninth Ave.. New York City IOOI4 

SPEOAL MICE REDUCTION OFFER 

TO: Richke Publltbet*.liK., ? 8 Ninth A ve..New York City K»I4 

GENTLEMEN: Send I I copies of the sexual 

LOVEMAKING edition (checked below) for my personal perusal. No 
purchase obligation. I enclose deposii-in-full of S7.50 for deluxe 
iock-and-key edition or $5.00 for standard clothbound. I.' . . 
delighted. I ^all return book(s) for immediate full rrfund: 
otherwise, ^ou will apply my deposit as full payment. Publisher 
pays all shipping costs. 
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Jack Barnes 
Orlando, Florida 




Not 

So 

Mce, 

Mr. Parker!” 

BY PHIL BERGER 

She was sure of herself 
and sure of him— but things 
didn't turn out exactly 
the way she expected . . . 


He knocked gn the chipped gray 
metal door and waited for her answer. 

“I called,” he mumbled, and re- 
peated it louder. 

“Door’s open,” she said, casually. 

There was a short hallway and 
then, to his right, a beaded curtain. 
Inside, the room dimly lit by 
bulbs that were frosted pink and he 
caught the fragrance of incense and 
the sweet pungence of smoke. A fan 
was blowing, mobiles stirred. There 
were pencil sketches of nudes on the 
wall. 

“Are you Parker?” she asked. 

He glanced about before focusing 
on her. .She was sitting up, a pillow 
propped behind her, and was covered 
to the shoulders of a powder blue 
peignoir by a quilt. She reached for 
a bru^h on her night table and, with 
a faint smile, began stroking her lank, 
dark hair. 

“Parker,” she said, testing the 
sound of his name. 

“That’s right,” he said. 

She put the brush down and rolled 
her neck slowly so that her hair fell 


against her cheeks and down about 
her smooth white shoulders. She en- 
joyed the feel of it. Her lips parted 
in a vague smile, she opened her eyes 
wide to him. Long lashes framed her 
light brown eyes. Her lips were full, 
the upper one curled back slightly. 
She was young, pretty and not at all 
what he had expected. 

“Are you surprised, Parker?” 

“I guess 1 am . . .” nodding slowly. 
She smiled, then took a rolled ci- 
garette from the ash tray on the night 
table. Her fingers were delicately 
long, the cigarette was burnt nearly 
to its end. 

“You’re not nervous,” she said. 
He tucked his hands inside his 
back pockets and shrugged, but she 
stared beyond him and didn’t notice. 

“The other few were,” she went 
on, more to herself than him. 

She pinched the cigarette stub be- 
tween her thumb and index finger 
and sucked hard. Tilting her head 
back, she trapped the smoke in her 
mouth and when it had settled, of- 
fered him a drag. He accepted and, 
inhaling, felt the scratch of it against 
his. throat and then vibrations at the 
side of his head. When he extended 
the cigarette toward her, she refused; 
so he let it burn in the ash tray. 

“The others . . .” he began, trying 
to be casual. 

“It’s like a hobby,” she interrupt- 
ed. “Like — 

“Just curious,” he said, politely. 
“ . . . collecting stamps ... or but- 
terflies. Do you have a hobby, 
Parker?” 

“Crafts.” 

“What?” 

“Crafts. Like arts and crafts.” 
“Oh,” raising a brow. 

Parker paced a few steps and, with 
his back toward her, said, “Your 
voice sounds different.” 

“That was my answering .service,” 
she said. “I was out when you 
phoned.” 

She shifted in bed so that the quilt 
slid to her lap. Without changing 
expression, he continued to watch 
her. 

“The girl you spoke to,” she said, 
“enjoys being sexy on the phone. 
.She’s a bitch on women customers.” 
“Sounds bad,” he said. 

“What?” — her mind was obvious- 
ly elsewhere. “Oh . . . her. What 
she needs is” — she smiled and broke 
off her thoughts. 

Parker turned and slipped his 
leather vest off. He folded it neatly 
over a stiff-backed chair. 

“How much does that leather 


number go for?” she asked. 

“I made it.” 

“Quite handsome . . . You make 
things for a living? Is that what you 
do?” 

“"Right.” 

She frowned. “Parker, you’re 
baiting me. I like words. All kinds. 
Monosyllabic, polysyllabic, the whole 
damn dictionary of them. Talk. Con- 
versation. Information.” 

He sat on the chair, chin in palm, 
looking at her, not speaking. 

“Words, Parker,' words. Use them.” 
He shrugged, then ran his hand 
through his dark, shagg>- hair. 

“I don’t get it,” he said finally. 
“You called. You must get it.” 
The phone rang before he could 
think to reply. Lorna gave no indica- 
tion that she heard, and permitted it 
to keep ringing. It persisted for half- 
a-dozen rings, then stopped. Now the 
room was strangely silent, the only 
noise they were aware of was the fan. 

“There’s Chianti in the fridge,” 
she said, flicking her wrist elegantly 
in the direction of the kitchen. “It’s 
nineteen-sixty-three vintage. A very 
good year.” As he went to get it, she 
added; “From the song of the same 
name.” 

She lay back with a dreamy ex- 
pression on her face, staring at the 
ceiling without focusing, and smiling 
to herself. Then, sitting up, she took 
Zig Zag rolling paper from the night 
table and fashioned another smoke. 
When she had ’finished, she licked 
the gummed edges to seal it, and 
twisted the ends. She set the joint 
on the ash tray for later and lay back 
again, running her hands slowly 
across her ash white thighs. 

“What’s keeping you, Parker?” 
“Your impatience,” he answered 
indifferently. “ . . . plus your GE is 
stuck some.” 

She smiled: she found him amus- 
ing in an odd way. 

Parker came in with the frosted 
glasses in one hand, the bottle in the 
other. His walk was a shuffle; he 
concentrated on not spilling the glass- 
es. He carefully placed hers on the 
table, the bottle next to it. She 
reached for the drink and nodded 
thanks. He finally sat in the chair. 
“I’d like the cork,” he said. 

“You’d what?” 

“The cork. To the bottle . . . 
When we’re finished.” 

“What in hell for? What do you 
want a cork for?” 

“To make a camel.” 

•She smiled. “A camel,” reflective- 
ly. “You did say . . . camel?” 


“Right. You use a fret saw to cut 
the cork in half. A vertical cut for 
the humps.” 

“The humps,” she said absently. 
“Mmm. And other corks for the 
body and head. Toothpicks for the 
legs and neck, matches for the ears, 
cigarette package stripper for the 
reigns ... I make them for the kids 
in the neighborhood.” 

“Why not?” she said, with a faint 
smile. “Tell me, what other ingeni- 
ous numbers can you do?” 

He waited a while before answer- 
ing. “Lots of things,” he said. “But 
leather is my specialty. The rest is 
for diversion. 

When I was a kid, I could make a 
little donkey from sunflower stalks.” 
“Where was that?” 

“In the midwest . . . The body and 
head from the thick lower part of the 
stalk, the ears from split reed, the 
legs from scraps of wood. You didn’t 
use glue, never use it for green wood. 
Everything’s got to be joined to- 
gether by splicing.” 

“What made you come, Parker?” 
she asked, quite abruptly. 

“I was invited,” unhesitatingly. 

“People can be uninvited.” 

He sipped the wine. “It’s very 
good,” he said, raising the glass. 
“Exceptionally good.” 

“You know who you remind me of, 
Parker?” 

“Who?” 

“Peepers.” 

“Peepers who?” 

“Mr. Peepers. Television. Wally 
Cox. The meek little guy.” 

“I don’t remember him,” Parker 
lied. 

“Forget it.” 

“You’re very hostile,” he said, 
deadpan. 

“I prefer acidulous. Acidulous is a 
better word. Don’t you think?” 

“In its place,” he answered. 

They sipped a while, regarding 
each other over the frosted glasses. 

“Are you familiar with .Schiller?” 
she asked. 

“.Somewhat.” 

“From Wilhelm Tell,” she said. 

“//e that is overcautious will accom- 
plish little ... I chalked in my phone 
number beneath that.” 

“And?” 

“It failed miserably. Two fags 
called. Two screaming faggots.” 

“That’s funny,” he half-smiled. 

“No, it isn’t, Parker.” She 
brought the wine glass to her lips 
and this time finished it. Parker got 
up and poured her another. When he x 
started to move away, she touched S! 

< 

[continued on page 73] u 
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Each movement of Dominel's body has a symbolic and a literal meaning, yet not so esoteric there aren't those who are 
privy to its true meaning. Some poses are held, so that tirfie stands still in wonder. Others move in constant change where 
the smallest auiverof a muscle, or twist of a torso suggests and speaks of wonders few women possess— few men ever attain. 
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MASTER 
OF THE PARLEY 

BY JAMES SANDAVAL 

People who hove something to 
offer, usuolly ore willing to shore. 

He had nothing, so he took and 
took and took. 


I waited in the entrance area of the 
cocktail lounge until my vision ad- 
justed to its dim interior lighting. 

The decor was fin-de-siecle brothel; red 
velvet, green plush, imd gilt mirrors. I 
sat down at the horseshoe-shaped bar. 
ordered a Jim Beam on the rocks, and 
looked over the situation. 

There were the usual numljer of 
unattached women at the small tables 
in the room. .Among them were the 
usual number of serious drinkers, 
plus those who had something other than 
the contents of the glass on the table ^ 
before them on their minds. My glance ^ 
[continued on next page] o 
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circled the room twice and then re- 
turned to a good-looking, fresh-faced 
woman who sat alone. 

Her fur wrap was thrown back care- 
lessly from her shoulders over the back 
of her chair. I was interested to note 
that it was expensive fur. Her attrac- 
tive-looking hair was done in the snow- 
white feather cut so much in the mode, 
but I estimated her age at under-forty. 
Her pastel-colored mini-cocktail gown 
appeared slightly longer than fashion 
decreed. Even sitting down as she was, 
I could see that the originally fine lines 
of a superb figure were beginning to 
be blurred by increasing weight. But 
her jutting breasts were still firm and 
full. She was also wearing square-cut 
granny glasses. All in all, she looked 
pretty good to me. 

She saw me looking at her, and her 
eyes dropped to her drink, I looked 
away in turn, then back again. In the 
interval her glasses had disappeared. 
What else did I need to know? I slid 
from my bar stool and approached her 
table. “Pardon me, ma’am,” I said in my 
politest, tone. “I’m conducting a survey 
for an oplometrical association. How 
long have you been wearing glasses?” 

Gray-eyes surveyed me coolly. She 
was even better looking at closer range. 
Her facial skin had a dewy quality 
seen usually only in the very young. She 
removed the glasses from her handbag 
and studied them for a moment. “Six 


years,” she said when she finally made 
up her mind to humor me. In one 
glance the gray eyes had taken in 
my height, weight, looks, clothing, and 
morals. 

I removed an envelope from the in- 
side breast pocket of my jacket and 
wrote a note on the back of it. “You 
prefer the old-fashioned granny-glasses 
type of eyeglass?” I asked. 

“Let’s say they suit a woman of my ad- 
vancing years,” she answered. Her 
voice had a throaty quality. 

“Bi-focals? ” 

“Yes.” She smiled. “I couldn’t have 
seen your face clearly without them.” 

“Tinted?” 

“No.” 

I sat down at her table. “I haven’t 
seen you here before.” 

“This is my first visit.” She smiled 
again. ‘Td heard that it was a happy 
hunting ground for a lone woman on 
the prowl.” 

I liked that. Direct. No need for 
ploy and counter-ploy. I stood up again 
and offered her my hand. I was going to 
gamble. “My place or yours?” 

This time the gray eyes examined my 
personality, attitudes, inhibitions, and 
prejudices. “Mine,” she said at last after 
taking fifteen seconds to make up her 
mind. 

As I adjusted her wrap about her 
sleek shoulders, she accidentally (?) 
pressed her buttocks into my groin. It 


felt good. On the way out I slopped at 
the bar to pay for my untouched Jim 
Beam. During the cab ride I learned 
only that her name was Marilyn and 
that she couldn’t be touched in a taxi. 
The cab stopped in front of a high-rise 
apartment building whose doorman 
looked me over carefully without ap- 
pearing to do so. Boy, how I hate those 
bastard doormen. We rode up in a self- 
service elevator to the i>enthouse 
apartment. That, I hadn’t expected. 

“Just a moment,” she said inside her 
front hall after she had unlocked the 
door and admitted us. She put on her 
glasses, placed her hand under my 
chin, and studied my face. “You’re 
younger than I thought,” she said in a 
doubtful lone. Her hand dropped to the 
lapel of my suit. “That’s excellent 
material although the cut is a bit gar- 
ish.” 

“I work for a haberdasher.” 

“I'm glad to hear you have a job.” 

“You are? Why?” 

“A professional gigolo gets into a 
rut.” She had a really nice smile. “Other 
than the one he’s servicing. ’ 

She moved inside the apartment. 
Rooms spread out to seeming infinity 
on either side of us. The furnishings 
were modeme-with-money-no-object. 
We walked on deep-piled carpeting 
through three rooms before we came to 
her bedroom. 

I unzipped the back of her dress for 
her before she went into the bathroom. 
When she emerged, she had on a flam- 
ing-red silk negligee. I sat her down on 
the edge of the bed and parted the 
negligee. She was nude under it. Her 
breasts were just what I had expected, 
firm, full and perkily lip-lilted. She had 
the tight little roll of belly-fat which 
women her age acquire and which 
makes such a delightful fulcrum against 
which to apply pressure. Oh my, yes. 

I traced with a fingertip the marks 
her removed girdle had made on her 
flesh. I traced the dark exclamation 
point between her soft thighs, I rolled 
her onto her stomach and played with 
the gleaming mounds of her ample but- 
tocks, then kissed the dimple in each 
cheek. She was entirely passive under 
my handling of her. Her breathing was 
deep and even. I rose from the bed and 
undressed. I was determined to make 
her breathing deep and uneven. 

When I rejoined her, I disposed of 
the negligee completely. She was totally 
relaxed as I manipulated her. She 
leaned back on her elbows and watched 
almost sleepily, albeit with interest as I 
paid preliminary attention to her in- 
dividual attractions. She made no move 
of her own, and I understood that she 
was challenging me. I settled down to 
turning her on fully before really getting 
down to work, 

It took quite a few moments, but they 



c 

UJ 

^ “Hello? . . . Hello?'’ 


14 





were pleasant moments. When she be- 
came a hissing tea-kettle. I settled her 
beneath me. No volcano ever contained 
more molten lava when I finally took 
the plunge. Marilyn s gray eyes turned 
three shades darker from the intensity 
of her aroused emotion. She responded 
willingly to friction, eagerly to experi- 
mentation, and gladly to repetition. 

Our exercises took three hours. When 
I was ready to leave, Marilyn insisted 
upon dressing and accompanying me to 
the apartment lobby. “This is my 
nephew,” she told the doorman after 
instructing him to call me a cab. “You'll 
be seeing him from time to lime.” The 
man nodded. 

'Til be seeing you like Friday eve- 
ning?” Marilyn suggested as we waited 
for the taxi. 

'Til be delighted.” 

“You certainly will," she said fer- 
vently. and squeezed my arm. 

Friday proved to be as great a success 
as our first time together. Marilyn was 
bolder. She turned out to have a febrile 
imagination. During my visit, in fact, 
she became uninhibitedly innovative. 
If I had been giving grades, hers would 
have been magna cum laude. 

We made another dale for the fol- 
lowing Tuesday. Upon arri\ing at the 
apartment, I nodded familiarly to the 
doorman and took the elevator to the 
penthouse. The door opened immedi- 
ately at my knock. Marilyn was attired 
in flowered lounging pajamas, and she 
held a glass in her hand. "You're veiy 
prompt, darling," she greeted me. “I 
like that." 

Behind her 1 heard the sound of 
tinkling gla.ssvvare and raised voices. 

I raised an eyebrow. "Unexpected com- 
pany?” 

“Not unexpected. Come in." 

I followed her into the king-sized 
drawing room. Three women in identi- 
cal lounging pajamas to Marilyn’s in- 
spected me as I entered. Along with the 
pajamas, they shared a roughly com- 
parable age bracket, ' and the snow- 
white feather cuts. All else was dif- 
ferent. There was a slender olive- 
skinned woman with blue eyes, a skinny 
fair-skinned w^oman with green eyes, 
and a plump, creamy-skinned woman 
w ith dark eyes. 

"These are the officers of the Snow- 
ball Club. " Marilyn said as she handerl 
me a drink. "Hazel. Maureen, and Es- 
the, " 

I nodded to each in turn before 1 
seated myself. "The Snowball Club?" 
I repeated with a rising inflection. 

"Yes, " Marilym said. "Club members 
share three things in common. Our 
haircuts, our divorced status, and the 
fact that at one time we all danced in 
a Broadway chorus line. " 

"1 see," I said, although I wasn't sure 
that I did. 


’Remember now. Alice tl^nksl'mona 

“We're considering sharing a fourth 
factor in common,” the plump, dark- 
eyed Esther informed me. 

"I see,” I said again, and I was be- 
ginning to. From the looks of the 
glasses on the tables in the room, the 
meeting had been going on for some 
time. "Is it a large club?" 

“Fifty-eight members,” Hazel, the 
slender, olive-skinned one replied. 
"But that's all over the country. There's 
rarely more than a dozen of us who get 
together at any one time.” 

“Drink up,” Marilyn urged me. "You 
have some catching up to do. " 

I finished my drink and had another. 
When I declined a third, the skinny, 
fair-skinned Maureen spoke for the 
first time. "I move that the meeting ad- 
journ to the bedroom and the first item 
on the agenda be taken up, " she said. 

The meeting adjourned to the bed- 
room where the officers of the Snowball 
Club and its guest— me— undressed. 
The agenda had evidently been planned 
well in advance as there was no conver- 
sation. Hazel and Maureen removed the 
bottoms of the plump Esther’s lounging 
pajamas and led her to the bed. Esther’s 
billowing protuberances had the ap- 
pearance of globular whipped cream. 

Marilyn took me by the hand and led 
me closer to the bed, and while Maureen 
and Hazel watched, she steered me 
deftly to the target. 


business trip, so everybody yell Surprise. 

We ran through the agenda in rapid- 
fire order with all club officers par- 
ticipating. There was only one surprise. 
When it was Maureen's turn, she turned 
out to be double-jointed and was able 
to personally observe our combined ac- 
tivities from angles I wouldn't have 
believed possible. All the club officers 
put their backs into their work. 

"I was proud of you. darling,” Mari- 
Km whispered to me in the drawing 
room when it was time for me to leave. 

"Goodnight, ladies," I saluted them 
en masse. "Pleasant dreams. ” 

"The same to you," they chorused. 
“You’ll be hearing from us. ” 

.And I did. 

Which is why I’m no longer working 
for the haberdasher. I'm comfortably 
installed in an air’conditioned twenty- 
six room clubhouse on Bird Key near 
Sarasota. I swim a lot and take the sun. 
Marilyn serves as den mother to the 
coming-and-going club members who 
drop in for shorter or longer vacations. 

1 haven't met all the club members 
yet, but it shouldn't take much longer. 

At the Snowball Club's most recent 
annual meeting, I was elected Vice 
President in Charge of Club Intramural 
Activities and given a bonus. 

I’m now planning a well-rounded 
schedule of activities during my term 
in office. 

Marilym says that I definitely show ^ 

executive ability. • ^ 
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Sexual freedom has produced an 
Increase In social diseases. The 
amateurs are worse offenders 
than the pros. They must be 
curbed. 


^Tr^he most terrifying statistic to 
<^^pcome along, in conjunction 

r with the so-called sexual revo- 
lution, is that syphilis and gonorrhea 
have spread drastically over the past 
ten years. It is also a matter of record 
that more young people— and teen- 
agers in particular— are spreading VD 
than ever before in the history of this 
country. 

The new sexual freedoms and inte- 
grated sexual intercourse may be okay, 
but the greatest incidence of VD is 
still to be found in the low income 
areas, in the ghettos, where education 
and health standards are inferior. Poor 
black and white girls have come out 
of the southern hovels to find excite- 
ment in San Francisco, Chicago and 
New York. Taken in, and sleeping 
with whomever they can, to earn 
enough bread to survive, they're trans- 
mitting syphilis and gonorrhea, with- 
out knowing what VD is all about. 
Moving from city to city and coast 
to coast, these young girls are the 
greatest carriers. 

Further, the greater use of the 'pill,' 
whi.ch has virtually eliminated fears 
of unwanted pregnancy has brought 
about a sharp increase in pre-marital 
sex regardless of age, economic or in- 
tellectual background. This, plus the 
fact that VD is practically undetect- 
able in a woman without a medical 
examination, have made teen-age 
girls the greatest disease carriers since 
the plague overran Europe. 

Because the statistics are frighten- 
irig, and because we are men, we at 
CAPER feel the time has come for 
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every girl over the age of puberty to 
get a "Clean-hei’lth-VD-identity card." 
And we are serious when we make this 
demand. 

"Short arm inspection" may uncover 
symptoms in a guy, but a free-wheel- 
ing chick can literally spread VD from 
sea-to-shining-sea before she's found 
out. 

In spite of whatever else you might 
read, there is no vaccine that can pre- 
vent VD. The syphilis spirochete, al- 
though delicate, is dangerous. It 
thrives only in the body. And don't 
let anybody kid you; you won't get it 
from a drinking cup, hardly ever at 
all from kissing, no matter what you 
do with your tongue. This disease is 
transmitted only by direct contact. If 
what that means has to be spelled out 
for you, you're in big trouble already. 

Perhaps right now, you are saying 
to yourself, "Who me? Td never get 
infected, not from the girls I know!" 
Well, ma/be not. But what about the 
other guys the girls know? Can you 
guarantee that not one of them might 
have transmitted his infection to one 
of those nice' girls, and she, inno- 
cently enough, passed it on to you? 

You still want to bet? 

Well, don't. The odds are against 
you! 

lust in case you dort't know, the in- 
cidence of venereal disease in this 
country has gone up over 400% in the 
last five years. There are over 100,000 
cases of infection reported each year. 
And they don't include gonorrhea, ot 
which there are about a million cases 
recorded each year. If the figures bore 
you, remember most authorities say 
that 90% of the cases never get re- 
ported at all. 

Syphilis and gonorrhea are no re- 
specters of class or education. The 
records show that rich college girls 
spread it almost as often as the poor 
girl from the ghetto. Prostitutes, on 
the other hand — because with them, 
sex is business — have a far lower rec- 
ord of infection than the 'sweet young 
things' who think it is very modern to 
shack up with every guy they meet. 

If we had a law that girls had to 
have "health cards" filled out by a 
doctor to attest to the fact that they 
are 'clean.' the odds on a guy losing 
his hair or developing small rashes 
and sores over his body and face and 
tongue, would be lessened. Should 
you get infected, don't be misled or 
feel relieved when the warning signs 
clear up by themselves. That's the na- 
ture of the disease. But bear in mind, if 
you've received no medical attention 
the disease will still be there, stronger 
than ever— even though it appears to 
be cleared up. 

The women, on the other hand, car- 
ries her warning sores deep inside her 
body. Because they don't usually hurt. 


she has no way of knowing that she is 
infected — unless she has a medical 
checkup. Obviously the health card 
won't mean she isn't a carrier, but it 
will at least assure a guy that, as of a 
particular date, the girl he's with is 
clean. It puts the odds a little more in 
his favor. 

Girls should be forced to get identity 
health cards and it should be done on 
a national basis. But, that's hardly 
likely. One can almost hear the 
screams about the "invasion of pri- 
vacy." Maybe so, but we at CAPER 
feel the invasion of this kind of privacy 
can prove a protection for the male 
"privates." 

While you're looking for some way 
of taking care of yourself, you ought 
to be aware that there's hardly a town 
or city in the whole country that 
doesn't have some facility for treat- 
ing syphilis— whether or not you have 
money to pay for treatment. 

Syphilis can be effectively treated 
within three months after exposure so 
that the infected individual can be 
stopped from being a carrier within 
twenty-four hours. A full cure is pos- 
sible within two to three weeks after 
treatment begins. If you're hung up 
and play long shots, and it takes you 
up to four years to discover what's 
been ailing you, it is still possible to 
be cured. Although, the treatment will 
take longer. 

After that, chances are you'll reach 
an early old age. 

Medical authorities continually tell 
you to take care of yourself and to get 
regular checkups. They might as well 
be selling toothpaste and telling you 
to visit your dentist twice a year. Get- 
ting our female bed companions to 
carry health identity cards may not be 
the entire answer, but unless some- 
thing is done, this damn sexual equal- 
ity is going to chase a lot of guys right 
into the syphilitic nut house. 

Should you think you've got "it,' 
and the doctor does diagnose VD, you 
have an obligation to tell with whom 
you have been balling. There's no 
sense in being heroic and not mention- 
ing her name. First, you are doing her 
a favor, because, as we've previously 
stated, she probably doesn't know 
that she's infected. Secondly, you're 
doing it for all the guys who have 
made it with her and who may have 
followed you. 

We are already living in an age of 
cards and numbers; social security 
numbers, credit cards, army serial 
numbers, credit cards, bank numbers, 
credit cards, auto license numbers, 
credit cards, numbers to stand in line, 
etc. So one more card with a number 
that may make the difference between 
life and death should pose no prob- 
lem. We repeat again, girls must be 
made to carry such health cards. Hell, 


you wouldn't ride in a taxi with an 
unlicensed driver. So why ride with a 
chick who's rotating without a per- 
mit? And all girls, besides carrying 
health cards, should be made to hang 
these cards in their pads like bar li- 
censes, all stamped and certified with 
the dates large and bold, so a guy 
can sneak a look before climbing in. 

The amateurs, of course, wanting to 
maintain their standing, aren't going 
to go for that. But carrying the card 
doesn't mean she's promiscuous, in 
fact, it has nothing to do with morality 
at all. Maybe momma won't like it, 
but momma will need her own VD 
card, too. The cards, of course, must 
be non-transferable. 

No doubt there are going to be 
chicks who will complain about you 
for even questioning what kind of 
girls they are. Well, you don't care 
what kind of girls they are. You just 
want to be sure they're clean. 

Remember that VD is caused bv 
germs passing from man to woman or 
woman to man during sex relations. 

To repeat a gag most every Gl knows 
who has heard the medic being asked 
if you can get VD in the toilet. The 
answer comes back, "Sure, but it's 
a hell of a place to take a woman." 

If you couldn't care less whether 
the girl you spend the night with is 
'clean,' then maybe a picture of what 
syphilis does might impress you. This 
disease, far worse than gonorrhea, in- 
fects the liver, heart, bones and brains. 
Three percent of those infected end 
up blind, four percent can be crippled 
for life and another seven percent will 
develop some form of heart trouble, 
if syphilis is not detected and attended 
to, in a matter of months to a year, 
you can become paralyzed or develop 
paresis, which is an unpleasant term 
for syphilitic insanity. You like them 
apples? Then do something about 
making sure that the nice young girl 
who's got a reputation from here to 
the other end of town, doesn't turn 
into an unknown carrier. 

So tonight, or whenever you get 
lucky and think that you've got it 
made, keep in mind that some little 
germ may be lying in wait for you. 

It doesn't mean you're going to come 
down with anything. But the odds are 
getting shorter and shorter every time 
you score. You may even hit the jack- 
pot one of these days. 

If you are a man and agree with us 
that all gi'rls from 13 years and up 
should have regular health checkups 
— and be made to carry a card to 
prove it— we at CAPER want to hear 
from you! If enough of you join us in 
this anti-VD crusade, CAPER will use 
its voice to fight for the necessarv 
legislation. Write to CAPER Crusade, ® 
150 East 52nd St., New York, N.Y b 
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Out of the Africa of yesterday: 
a lesson worth learning 


A TALE 
FROM THE 
DARK CONTINENT 

REPORTED BY BILL HELMER 


a t WAS an Africa of yesterday, when 
the Dark Continent was still primi- 
tive and mysterious and glamorized 
by men like Hemingway who could shoot 
the top off a gin bottle at three hundred 
yards with his German Mannlicher. 
Lumumba was a harmless barefoot 
youngster, Francis Macomber trod a then 
virgin Kenya drinking twahili and stalk- 
ing white hunters, and white Jeep station 
wagons with large black letters on their 
sides were still a thing of the future. 
That was in 1932, my last year there 
and one 1 remembered vividly for the 
strange things that happened . . . one 
incident especially, for it was both tragic 
and ironic, yet a fun thing in a way. 

The incident involved a gold-inlaid 
throne possessed by the Wumamba tribe. 
It was a beautiful, valuable, and quite 
unusual piece of merchandise (at least for 
an African tribe) which had been brought 
to Kenya by white traders from Spain in 
exchange for permission to loot an ancient 
elephant graveyard of its thousands of 
ivory tusks. It rested on a platform in the 
village plaza and was used by the tribal 
chieftain for receiving visiting digni- 
taries and on certain ceremonial occasions. 

One day, however, a neighboring tribe 
raided the village and, in the process of 
looting, made off with the golden throne. 
A week later it was recovered by its 
rightful owners but not without a bloody 
fight, and this served to waken the Wu- 
mambas to the fact that their throne was 
quite vulnerable so long as it remained 
exposed, rather ostentatiously, in the cen- 
ter of the village. This led to an agonizing 
reappraisal. 

Unanimously, the elders of the 
tribe decided, with the chiefs approval, 
that the throne* should be safeguarded 
from pK)ssible future attacks by being 
locked up and brought forth only for sp>e- 
cial occasions. And it was decided to stow 
the throne in the attic of the chief’s grass 


house which was a rather imposing 
jungle dwelling of several rooms and 
made entirely of bamboo thatched with 
jungle grass. For over a year this ap- 
peared to be an excellent arrangemerrf. 
On threeoccasions the throne was brought 
forth for ceremonial purposes, but other- 
wise it remained carefully stowed away 
out of harm’s reach— at least the kind of 
harm which had been anticipated. 

But one day another hazard presented 
itself. A monsoon accompanied by high, 
winds swept inland and the thatched 
grass dwellings, suitable for the coun- 
try’s ordinarily hot, still climate, were 
tom and buffeted by winds of hurricane 
force. The chief’s house suffered espe- 
cially for it stood alone and relatively 
unprotected in a small clearing near the 
center of the village. 

After confering with his shamans and 
witch doctors and finding them power- 
less to control the destructive storm, the 
chief retired to his house worriedly to 
wait it out. He sat alone in the center of 
the main room, meditating the problem, 
while the frail structure rocked and 
swayed violently, threatening to disin- 
tegrate. 

Probably the house would have with- 
stood the storm but for one thing: the 
heavy throne in the attic which unbal- 
anced and weakened the strutture. With 
one unusually strong blast of wind the 
throne came crashing down through the 
already weakened ceiling and fell, iron- 
ically, square atop the chief himself as he 
sat cross-legged on the floor beseeching 
with the spirits to intervene. Its great 
weight was fatal. The chief was crushed. 

Whether or not this was punishment 
for permitting white men to rob the 
elephants’ grave yard, as the tribesmen 
now believe, I do not know. Another 
moral lesson, however, seemed obvious: 
people who live in grass houses shouldn’t 
stow thrones. • 


^^,ew of life the 
roff^^^TKO^OffS hove^ which doesn't 
compromise with pleasure. Gina Pellu- 
cini.^ruo to her Roman form, is comfor- 
table with the way she feels, with whot 
she is. and with what she wants. There’s 
time, tomorrow, for work. There's o time, 
fdter. for play. Now is the moment to 
relax, not to worry about money, about 
how to make ends meet. Something 
will hoppen. Something always happens. 
Gina doesn’t worry. She cores, though. 
Oh, how she cares. 




Waiting, wanting, wishing —that’s how Gina spends her time. That's the unhurried view of life she's taking. And who wants 
to rush her into going any place, to break the spell. There's a preening petulance in her pondering. You know she just can t 
be waiting for nothing to happen. With Gina, waiting is more than half the fun. The rest is, of course, when the waiting is 


over. 
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Italians dine late, are inclined to get 
started more slowly, perhaps. But 
that’s an illusion, as Gina knows. 
For what she shows is the slow, mne* 
monical picture of one for whom 
many a man has waited — the languid 
lithesome metamorphosizing into the 
most mobile of women, and the most 
beautiful. 
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I must say just one thing, Dolores— I'm very disappointed in you!' 
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THE SEIH 
IHflCHJMES 

BY ROBERT EDWIN 

What they did made you forget 
what they were — and no man 
seemed to mind. 


T he twin suns of Altaire IV were oh-nine-hundred high, when the pneumadoor of his tiny spaceport whooshed open 
and closed and Larry Starr looked up to see the girl standing before the desk • He grinned, slowly and appreciatively. 
She looked Vegan, but he wasn't sure — Vegan females, at least in the Altaire system, were as rare as they 
were sensually beautiful • If she weren't Vegan though, he thought, she sure as hell ought to be tall and fjerfectly formed; 
golden, cat-like eyes; polished-copper skin; straight, shoulder-length, gleaming-silver hair, framing her high-cheeked, exotic 
face like a metal helmet. 

She was Vegan, too, in dress • Metaplast half-boots molded her feet and lower calves; metaplast briefs hugged her 
lower hips and vee like a second skin • Her firm, high, insolent breasts were bare, of course; their dark-sienna nipples 
and areolas a blended part of the intricate body-paint design with which humanoid females throughout the system currently 
adorned their mammaries • Larry was practically drooling. 

'Do you find me pleasing to look at, Mr. Starr?" Her voice was lilting and melodious, but her manner quite matter- 
of-fact. 

He cleared his throat • "Honey, you are absolutely delicious." 

"I am not called Honey • I am called Looahn-Seven " • She frowned, quizzically, then added, "This word 'delicious' 
— as I understand your language, it means 'pleasing to the taste or smell' • I am not wearing a scent, and you have not 
put your tongue to me . . .?" 

"Yes • Well, uh — " he cleared his throat again • "How can I help you. Miss Looahn, or Seven, or . . ." 

"Looahn-Seven • It is all one name " • She dipped into an ornate metaplast bag slung from her shoulder and came 
out with a fat envelope • "Here," she said • 

He took the envelope, opened it, and felt his eyes go wide. 

"If that is insufficient," she said, "bear in mind that it is only an advance payment • You will receive another ten 
thousand credits after." 

"After . . .? After what?" 

"After we return, of course." 

"Oh, sure, of course ...» Now, if you'd care to tell me just where it is we'll be returning from . . ,?" 

"We wish to hire your spacecraft and your services as its pilot." 

A dull suspicion began to gnaw at Starr. "Look, Miss Looahn-Seven, there are at least a dozen charter services oper- 
ating out of this spaceport • How come I'm the lucky one?" 

"We understand that yours is the only spacecraft among them which has a passenger section that is convertible for 
cargo • And we understand, too, that the Altairian Interplanetary Bank is on the verge of repossessing your s[)acecraft." 
"That's what I like," he said glumly • "An understanding female." 

He stared down at the money before him • Ten thousand credits • And another ten thousand later? Cod, he could 
pay off his ship, and pay down on a second one, and hire another jockey, and .... 

He looked up at her • "Where was it you said we'd be going?" 

"I did not say • Our journey, however, is a simple one • We wish to go into a star-orbit just beyond Altaire IX," 

A queasiness formed in Starr's middle • Altaire IX was the outermost planet in the system • A mere hop, as far as 

[continued on next page] 
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flight-time was concerned. But there was 
only one reason why anyone would want 
to go into star-orbit out there, especially 
when they were willing to pay what 
amounted to a round-trip inter-galactic 
fare to do so. 

“Tell me,” he said. “Just what kind 
of ship will we be meeting out there.” 

“You will learn that when we get 
there, will you not, Mr. Starr?” 

He nodded slowly, then said, “Okay, 
lets try another. What is it we’ll be 
smuggling back into the system?” 

“You will learn that, too, when we 
get there.” 

Again he nodded. “One more try. 
Who’s this ‘we’ you keep talking about?” 

“I have an associate.” 

“Only one?" 

“Yes.” 

“Strictly a business arrangement, of 
course.” 

“We are together in this venture, yes.” 

Her matter-of-factness, Starr reflected, 
was beginning to be a bit much. He had 
the feeling that her mother must have 
been prenatally frightened by a com- 
puter. 

“So how come your, u/i . . . your asso- 
ciate didn’t come here with you?” he 
asked. 

“He is arranging for port-clearance, 
of course.” 

On second thought, Starr told himself, 
maybe her mother was impregnated by 
a computer, not just frightened by one. 
God, just how matter-of-fact could you 
get? 

“Lady,” he said, “I think you better go 
find yourself another charter service.” 
He stood up, intending to escort her to 
the door, if need be, but before he could 
move, she rounded the desk and kissed 
him. 

Her mouth was wet-wann and petal- 
soft on his; her languidly squirming 
tongue, an exotic sweet-spice beyond 
his lips. The fullness of her soft-firm 
breasts burned through the thin fabric 
of his tunic and into the flesh of his slab- 
muscled chest. Fire leaped and surged 
when she pressed snugly against his 
loins. And. even as his bloo<l hammered 
in his throat and ears, his mind reeled 
under a tiny shock of disbelief. A split 
.second before, he had all but despised 
her for her bluntness, her machine-like 
coldness. Now. it was as if she had 
wrapped him in a thermal force-field. He 
was literally trembling from the sudden 
shift in his own emotions. He had heard 
about the strange, sensual powers of 
Vegan women, but what kind of magic, 
what kind of witchcraft . . .? 

“Larry . . .?” she murmured as their 
mouths parted — and he felt a giddy in- 
timacy at hearing his first name being 
spoken by that melodious, lilting voice. 
"You would like to make love to me. 
would you not?” 

“Oh, yes . , he groaned, reaching to 
close her again in a mouth-crushing em- 


brace. But she stopped him with an 
odd little look and her golden eyes held 
him hypnotically. “Wait,” she whispered 
as she kicked off her boots, let her bag 
slide to the floor. Then, with one quick 
movement, she peeled her tiny meta- 
plasl briefs down the length of her cop- 
pery legs. 

She stood for a moment, posturing, 
letting him drink in the sight of her 
nakedness— her jutting, insolent breasts, 
accented now in their thrust by the in- 
genious painted design; the cupreous 
sheen of her firm belly and sweet- 
flaring hips; the smooth . red-bronze 
of her rounded thighs; the gleaming- 
silver triangle of her femaleness — 
then she stepped in close to him. her 
fingers seeking and finding and releas- 
ing him from his clothing. 

The plyofoam floor was as soft as 
any mattress. In a sweet longing of 
aching desire, he rolled against her, his 
hands cupping and care,ssing, his mouth 
once more on hers, and sought to couch 
himself between her thighs. 

“Larry . . .?” She put a palm against 
his chest. 

“What?” 

“You will take us to the rendezvous, 
will you not?” 

“I’ll take you to the other side of Hell, 
if that’s where you want to go,” he hissed 
— and somehow he knew he would. 

For the first time since she had en- 
tered his office, he noted, she smiled. 
Then she spread her legs apart. . . . 


The Starr of Altairius was a Class 111 
intra-system space yacht, small and sleek 
and streamlined when compared to the 
giant, blunt-ugly intra-galactic liners, or 
even to the smaller but still huge inter- 
planetary freighters, but it was still a 
lot of ship — a good 300 meters in length, 
and capable of carrying upwards to 50 
passengers in stateroom luxury or a 
tenth of that number plus four tons of 
cargo. Despite its size, however, Larr> 
Starr had little difficulty in handling its 
impulse-drive and life-support gear all 
by himself, thanks to its fully-automated 
equipment. 

It was not until they were well clear 
of Altaire IV and locked into course, 
that Starr, putting the ship on auto-pilot 
and checking a few last details at the 
navigational computer, really had a 
chance to size up Looahn-Seven’s “asso- 
ciate.” Carl — as she had introduced 
him just before lift-off — was a native 
Altairian. a hulking, huge, ape-faced 
humanoid who looked more beast- than 
man-like. Even his shuffling gait, as he 
and Looahn-Seven gawked about the 
ship’s bridge now, made him seem more 
animal than sentient. He wore a sonic 
disrupter bolstered at his waist, but he 
seemed capable of doing far more vio- 


lence with just his huge hands and mas- 
sive frame, than with the slim pen-like 
weapon. As he had several times since 
their first meeting, Starr shuddered in- 
wardly at the sight of the giant Garl, 
then busied himself once more with the 
computer. 

When he looked up a few minutes 
later, both Garl and Ixx)ahn-Seven had 
left the bridge. Starr fed the last few 
course corrections to the auto-pilot, 
linked it directly into the navigational 
computer, checked the meteor-shield 
controls one last time, then left the 
bridge himself, heading for the recrea- 
tion lounge. A lift-shaft dropped him 
gently down to “B” Deck, and a glide- 
walk wafted him silently to the rec- 
lounge hatchway. He was about to palm 
the hatchway open, when a sudden, 
strange feeling made him pause — a 
feeling that he had just stepped into a 
thermal force-field! For an instant, he 
stood motionless in the grip of the 
pseudo-erotic feeling, then with effort 
he fought himself free of its grip, and 
cautiously opened the hatchway. The 
sight that greeted him sent him into 
speechless shock. 

Completely naked. Looahn-Seven 
lounged with almost regal nonchalance 
in a daised chair in the middle of the 
room, one coppery leg hooked over a 
chair arm, the other thrust straight but 
loosely out in front of her. A lewd smile 
wreathed her high-cheeked, exotic face, 
and lilting, lascivious laughter punctu- 
ated a string of commands she spoke to 
Garl. The giant Altairian, also naked, 
moved like an anxious slave in response 
to her commands, now posturing ob- 
scenely, now craw ling on all fours, now 
prancing like some orgiastic satyr, now 
manipulating himself for her obvious 
sado-erotic pleasure. 

After long moments, the naked, cop- 
pery queen seemed to tire of his antics, 
and a weird, feverish light seemed to 
glow in her golden cat-like eyes. She 
sat up slightly, hooked her other leg 
over the remaining chair arm, pushed 
her buttocks forward and S|)oke one 
last command. Eagerly, the huge Garl 
came to her, groveling and whimpering 
on his knees. For several .seconds. Starr 
gazed in utter fascination, fighting an 
insane urge which, despite his conscious 
disgust and repugnance, commanded 
him to join the erotic scene before him. 
With a final, almost painful effort, 
though, he tore him.self away, let the 
hatchway close, and retreated hastily 
to the bridge. 

His heart was still hammering, his 
loins still throbbing, as he dropped into 
his pilot’s seat, and he could feel the 
sweat rolling down his face. What kind 
of nightmare had he gotten him.self into? 
What kind of monster was this coppery 
she-beast which had embroiled him in — 
in what kind of mad scheme? He knew 
now that she had aroused him l)ack 
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there in his spaceport office completely 
against his will. She had us6d the same 
unearthly power against him. as he had 
just seen her use on the giant Garl. 
And, she could have made him do any- 
thing she wanted him to do. And it 
was far beyond any power that even the 
most voluptuous Vegan female had. . . . 

But if she was not Vegan, a new and 
frightening question popped in his mind, 
what was she? An alien from some dis- 
tant star-system? From some other gal- 
axy? Was she even humanoid? Or was 
her form some kind of hypnotic projec- 
tion? And. . . . 

. . . And what. kind of ship were they 
meeting out there beyond Altaire IX? 


The ship vyas like none Starr had even 
seen before. Like none he had ever even 
imagined. A spidery thing of power-pods 
and girders surrounding a central sphe- 
roid, it had appeared, seemingly out 
of nowhere, matching their sp>eed and 
course not ten minutes after they had 
established a star-orbit a half-million 
miles beyond the scanner range of 
Altaire IX. Fascinated, Starr gazed at 
the huge, fabricated arachnid through 
the starboard - viewport, watching as 
the alien vessel moved to within 50 
yards of their own ship. He turned, then, 
glancing at the placid, immobile face 
of Looahn-Seven, who shared the view- 
port with him. 

“What now?” he asked. 

“They are in position,” she replied. 
“You need only open the outer door of 
your air-lock and wait.” 

“Wait . . . ?Wait for what?” 

“You will see very shortly, will you 
not?” 

“Suppose I told you to go straight to 
Hell, right now, and took the ship out 
of orbit?” 

Her golden eyes fixed him squarely, 
and he felt the first tingle of a pseudo- 
erotic shock. He tore his gaze from hers, 
and felt the tingle cease. Whatever the 
nature of her strange power, her eyes, 
he realized suddenly, were its projec- 
tors. He whirled and lunged toward 
the control panel. 

And stopped dead in his tracks. 

Glowering ominously, the giant Garl 
stood before him. the sonic disrupter in 
his huge, meaty fist pointed straight 
at Starr’s middle. 

“You will open the outer air-lock door, 
will you not, Mr. Starr?” Looahn-Seven 
said calmly. 

Resignedly, Starr obeyed, then turned 
once more to the viewport. 

As the outer air-lock door opened 
fully, a similar opening appeared in 
the side of the alien ship’s central sphe- 
roid, and a string of figures — a seem- 
ingly endless string — drifted out from 
it. heading toward the Starr of Antairius. 


propelled by individual back jet-packs 
As the first figures reached the ship, 
Starr activated the air-lock tele-screen 
to watch them enter — and felt the blood 
drain from his face. 

The figures were human, or at least 
humanoid. They varied in individual 
detail, in size and shape and skin and 
hair color; representative, it seemed, of 
nearly every sentient species in the 
known galaxy. But despite details, they 
were all identical in three respects— 
they were all female; they all had golden, 
cat-like eyes; and, except for their jet- 
packs, they were all naked. Starr had 
never in ^his life seen so many bouncing 
breasts. He reeled from the utter im- 
possibility of the latter fact. Then he 
realized something else. 

The figures had crossed through 50 
yards of airless, freezing space without 
space-suits! 

Slowly, reluctantly, he was aware that 
there was only one kind of — of creature 
capable of such a feat. . . . 

“. . . Androids!” he muttered, still 
not believing what he had seen. 

“Most perceptive, Mr. Starr,” Looahn- 
Seven said. “But. to be more precise, 
you should have said erobots, not an- 
droids.” 

A score of all-but-forgotten historical 
facts swirled up from the depths of 
Starr’s brain. Erobots! Erotic robots! 
Sexual androids! Artificially created 
human forms; steel and subtle plastics 
designed to simulate bones and flesh. 
Designed, too, to serve as love-slaves, 
as literal sex-machines. Perfect, he 
knew — he looked at Looahn-Seven — 
oh, how well he knew — in every in- 
timate detail. 

Forty, fifty years ago, he struggled 
to recall, the science and technology of 
robotics had reached perfection. But 
man, as always, had perverted science 
and distorted technology. Not content 
with having robots and androids to per- 
form just useful work, he had at last de- 
signed them to serve his baser needs. 
Within a decade of the manufacture of 
the first erobot, love between humans 
had been threatened with total extinc- 
tion. Every man had become a sultan, 
commanding a harem of female perfec- 
tion: every woman, a Cleopatra domi- 
nating a court of perfect masculinity. 
Legislation had finally saved humanity. 
Manufacture of robots in other than non- 
humanoid form had been outlawed, and 
existing androids and erobots had been 
destroyed. 

No, not destroyed, Starr realized, star- 
ing fixedly at the tele-screen. Somehow, 
some of them had escaped. Escaped and 
fled the galaxy. And now, obviously multi- 
plied in number, and enhanced with some 
new incredible power, they were return- 
ing. But this time — he recalled the scene 
he had witnessed in the ship’s rec- 
lounge — it would not be man who 
would be the master. 


Starr turned and looked at Looahn- 
Seven. “How?” he asked, his voice 
barely more than a whisper. “How is it 
possible . . .?” 

“That we survived?” she asked me- 
lodiously. “Such is not really a problem 
to an android, is it, Mr. Starr? Nor, for 
that matter, is the question of repro- 
duction, or improvement.” 

Of course it wasn’t, Starr realized. 

He himself had often seen how huge, 
non-humanoid factory robots repaired 
themselves, redesigned themselves, 
and manufactured more and improved 
versions of their kind. Even as few as a 
half-dozen erobots, commandeering a 
ship somehow, and finding a suitable 
planet beyond the galaxy, could easily 
duplicate robotic technology from the 
raw materials from that planet, and 
with the technology build a veritable 
race of androids — vastly superior an- 
droids — in two human generations. 

He had been seduced, he realized — 
literally seduced — into aiding and abet- 
ting the vanguard of an erobot invasion. 

An invasion of love, ironically. But 
love of a kind that would do what all 
the hate of history had failed to do — 
enslave all of humankind and its kin- 
dred species. Somehow, some way, he 
had to stop that invasion. Now. 

A tiny bubble of inspiration formed 
deep within him, wiggled its way to the 
surface of his mind, and popped into 
a vague idea. He glanced at the air-lock 
tele-screen. In a minute or two, the air- 
lock would be full, and Looahn-Seven 
would order him to close the outer door 
and open the inner, letting the first of 
their cargo into the ship’s hold. Now, if 
he could disarm Garl and immobilize 
Looahn-Seven before that order was 
spoken . . . 

“Tell me,” he said to her suddenly, 
“how do you manage to project a ther- 
mal force-field?” 

“The force which we project is not 
thermal,” she said with characteristic 
indifference. “It is neural. It raises body 
temperature and excites the metabolism, 
as does a thermal field, but it also acts 
directly upon the glands and the pleas- 
ure-centers of the brain.” 

“How strong is it at full force?” 

She smiled at him — ominously, it 
seemed. “Mr. Starr, have you ever seen 
a man go mad — literally mad — with 
sexual passion?” 

“No,” he rephed casually. “No . . . 
but I'd like to!" 

She had only a second to look her 
quizzical look before his hands shot up 
and clamped her throat, Instantly, her 
golden eyes blazed, but he squeezed 
his own eyes tightly shut, before the 
erotic power hit him. He knew that 
Garl could not use his weapon, as long 
as he held the pseudo-Vegan close to 
him, but he knew, too, that Looahn- c 
Seven’s machine-like android strength S 

< 
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A SHORT SURVEY 8Y 
DIXIE DEAN HARRIS 
OF A FEW OF THE 
MORE IMAGINATiVE 
WAYS PEOPLE HAVE 
DEVISED TO COMMIT 


suicide 


Twenty thousand of your fellow Americans commit 
suicide each year. Many accomplish it with a little " 
imagination, a little floir, and even a little of what 
might, under other circumstances, be called /oie de viVre, 
Take the case of Robert Lawson, a pilot. He radioed the 
control tower at the Shawnee, Oklahoma, airport that he 
was going to ram his single engine plane into the admin- 
istration building of Oklahoma Baptist University. 

"You're kidding," the control tower messaged bock. 
"I'm not kidding," replied Lawson with some indig- 
nation. "I'm going to build a monument." 

Whereupon he made a low level approach and j 
rammed into the third floor of the building. I 

Another airplane suicide that is remembered on 
Broadway concerns the case of Emanuel Eisenberg, a 
brilliant publicity man who often contributed verse ^ 
and quips to newspaper columnists. One day he hired 
a private plane, had the pilot soar over his beloved j 
Broadway, and jumped right into Times Square. " 

Then there was the man who threw himself on a 
swiftly revolving circular saw, and then there are the 
examples of the fellow who exploded a stick of dynamite ^ 
in his mouth and the guy who stuck a red-hot poker 
down his throat. 

The ordinary, garden-variety suicides don't attract 
much attention, however. How can they when every 24 
minutes an American kills himself and another seven 
try but fail? Most people use one of the tried ond true . 
methods, which are, in order of their popularity, fire- m 
arms and explosions, poisons, pills or gas, hanging 
and strangulation, drowning, jumping from high places, 
or using cutting or piercing instruments. (Of the approxi- 
mately 1,000 suicides in N. Y. in 1964, about one third 
were victims of barbiturates and tranquilizers. Less than 
ten percent in the city of skyscrapers used firearms, 
but twenty-five percent preferred to jump— from their A 
lives, which is the city's second favorite method.) ^ 






r As for jumping from high places, sixteen people 

have flung themselves off the eighty-sixth floor obser- 
vation tower of the Empire State Building since the 
skyscraper was erected. When four leaped in a six 
I month period, a screen was added— which has 
prevented any further jumps. The woman who re- 

• cently jumped off the Eiffel Tower in Paris would 
not have made news here except for the fact that 
she landed on an American tourist and killed her. 
\ Some people hove evidently given a good deal of 

thought to the means for their departure. There is a 
^ documented cose of a man who built a little guillotine 
W and decapitated himself. Another went to considerable 
trouble to whip teams of horses into such a frenzy that 
I they would tear his head off (they eventually did). 
A woman in Texas finally found, and swallowed, a 
poisonous spider. 

One of the best methods of committing suicide Is, 
of course, the Japanese hara-kirl'f' This was made much 
^ of in World War II war movies when the Japanese 
' pilot camp commandant submarine commander/general 
was defeated, lost face, and took his life to atone for the 
insult his defeat hod caused the Emperor. Usually he fell 
I upon his sword in a bamboo hut, and that was that. 

In proctice, it works somewhat differently— or at least 
^ it used to before being outlawed. 

I Hara-kiri was really a form of revenge (a legitimate 
and frequent reason for suicide, according to psychia- 
trists). Say the man down the street has humiliated you— 
beaten hell out of you in a bar, seduced your wife, 
I stolen your business. You've lost face; life is not worth 
living; you've got to kill yourself. What to do? 

The Japanese, who have a fine sense for such things, 
don't go leaping into the first river they come across. The 
man who has lost face takes himself down the street and 
slowly disembowels himself right on his neighbor's doorstep. 
Now the neighbor has lost face, 

[continued on next page] 


27 



too. The bloody mess lying on the front 
stoop is eloquent, if mute, testimony. 

Who does commit suicidet In America, 
75% of the 20,000 self-killers are men. 
Nobody knows for sure how many people 
attempt it and fail, but the best expert 
guess is about 150,000. In time of war the 
rate falls off. About 1,500 attempts each 
year are made by teenagers. Suicide 
among young people has become a serious 
problem. In the ages between 15 and 19, 
it actually places third behind accidents 
and cancer, and for college students and 
other young people of that age, it ranks 
lowe® only than accidents. 

Seventy-flve per cent of the group who 
make a mess of it are women, the ma- 
jority of whom are under 35 years of age. 
In a four year study of Detroit police 
records, it was found that out of 313 
lovelorn females who tried to commit sui- 
cide, only 12 were successful. 

Some men have been known to foul it 
up too. It is generally agreed that most 
people who are “accident prone” are sub- 
consciously looking for these accidents. 
These contrived disasters may be con- 
sidered at best as ways to injure or 
punish oneself, and at worst as inept 
attempts to do away with oneself. The 
drive to destruction is basic, say many 
psychiatrists. “No one evolves so com- 


pletely as to be entirely free of self- 
destructive tendencies,” Karl Menninger 
declares in Man Ag.ainst Himself, a study 
of the death wish and the will to live. In 
this book, he describes a man who had 
been struck by lightning three times. He 
had been buried alive in a coal mine; he 
had been blown through the air by a 
cannon, suffering the loss of an arm and 
an eye. He had been buried alive under 
two tons of clay. Next he fell 30 feet off 
a cliff and still later was thrown by a 
horse and dragged through a barbed wire 
fence. Then he fell from a speeding bob- 
sled, fracturing his skull. At 80 he re- 
covered from double pneumonia. At 81 he 
had a paralytic stroke. At 82 he was run 
over by an automobile. The same year he 
slipped on the ice and fractured his hip. 

He was still alive when Menninger 
wrote his book, and probably died peace- 
fully in his bed. 

Theodore Reik believes Americans suffer 
from destructive impulses more than any 
ot.her people in the world because our 
standards of personal conduct are so 
idealistic. We need to acquire a capacity 
for self-forgiveness. Freud, too, wrote of 
the aggressive drives for destruction. 

It is interesting to note that most 
suicides occur not in the cold, depressing 
days of gray winter but in the light, airy 


days of late spring and early summer. 
Mondays and Tuesdays time the scene 
more often than lonely weekends. 

What are the specific factors that com- 
pel some people to act so drastically f 
Many men are pushed over the edge by 
failure in business or financial disaster. 
During the 1930’s Depression, the suicide 
rate per 100,000 shot up to 17.4. Once 
recovery set in, the rate dropped back to 
between 10 and 11— where it is today. 
Few women take their lives because of 
business troubles, but many do because 
of ill health, family troubles, and unre- 
quited love. 

Some suicides show a decidedly hostile 
attitude towards modern business— the 
ultimate Chaplinesque answer in “Modern 
Times.” The factory worker who drowned 
himself in a vat of soft soap ruined that 
batch for his employer. The fellow who 
dived into a white hot coke oven one 
afternoon halted production for a while— 
or at least upset his fellow workers. The 
sales manager who plunged into a retort 
of molten glass ruined an awful lot of 
bottles and glasses. 

People who didn't have such glamorous 
facilities have made do with whatever wms 
at hand. A crttle rancher cut his throat 
by pulling it across a barbed wire fence, 
while a despondent homeowner suffocated 
himself by dropping down his chimney, 
headfirst. A farmer’s wife said goodbye 
and drowned herself in the rain barrel. 

Automobiles are becoming more popu- 
lar as a means of- committing suicide, partly 
because it can be piade to look like an 
accident (get that insurance money!) and 
partly because automobiles are so handy. 

What with the average American family 
owning two cars, there is generally one 
available for a run to the supermarket or 
smack into a concrete pillar. One woman 
killed herself by crashing in a new auto- 
mobile that seemed to be in perfect con- 
dition, until investigators found that the 
self-adjusting brake mechanism had been 
tampered with. A little planning will send 
you a long way. 

In most eases, people who are planning 
to take their own lives warn others of 
what is on their minds. One* study reveals 
that a majority of suicides visit their doc- 
tors within a relatively short period of 
time before *they make the fatal attempt. 

The thought and even the attempt are 
not unfamiliar to many people, but almost 
all of those who do survive a suicidal 
impulse, which is most, do not ever try 
it again. Perhaps after being so close to 
death, the appreciation of life is regained 
and intensified. Today, for those on the 
brink, there are organizations, such as 
Boston’s Rescue, Inc., Suicide Prevention 
Volunteers in Miami, Seattle’s Crisis 
Clinic and in New York, the National 
Save-A-Life League, which are equipped 
to deal with these emergencies twenty- 
four hours a day. , 
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"Hey, Mac, what’s taking you so long, down there?" 
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TABBS 


and away from her. 


VOS captured by this Arobian prince, see, and he took her to his tent. 
3 Turkish water pipe and telling him stories to keep him awake . . . 
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She wondered what he could ever see in her, so Bobs told us. Her 
mirror revealed that she was just like any other girl. {!!?!) But this 
prince thought differently, and poor Babs did everything she could do 
to discourage him. He was persistent. Boy, was he persistent. She 
laughed! She joked! She hid! And just when she thought there was 
little else she could do to discourage him, he fell asleep! Now, this 
bothered her, so she determined to make herself appealing . . . 




For Bobs, above all, wanted to be desired and admired, as what girl doesn't. She tried real hard. And when you ask her what 
happened after that, she says, 'Oh he woke up eventually. He took one look at me and said, I guess 1 'm still asleep. Something 
like this girl — and what she has you only see in dreams.'" Nobody has been able to wake him up since. 
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Henry Mancini 

CELEKItITY OOlllMIET 

BY JOEY SASSO 


T he genius who created the mu- 
sical themes for The Pink Panther. 
Breakfast at Tiffany, Mr. Lucky, 
Peter Gunn ond scores of other films; 
the winner of 17 Grammy Awards, 8 
Academy Award nominations, 3 Oscars, 
and the owner of four gold records is 
none other than Henry Mancini. Such 
a talented innovator in harmony and 
composition is sure to be comple- 
mented by comparable genius in other 
fields. InMr.Mancini'scase, it’s culinary. 

The Mancini family originated in 
Abruzzi, the section of Italy famous for 
fine cooking. 'I never ate in a restau- 
rant until I left home. Now, when we go 
on tour, I find all the musicians ask for 
the best Italian restaurants in whatever 
town ye happen to be in. I guess it’s 
because Italian restourateurs welcome 
you with open arms. 

"I feel you have to have a feeling for 
cooking, like you do for music, if you 
want to excel in either. The use of 
individual techniques gives the music 
its distinct character and melody, which 
is my prime concern. The same is true 
for cooking. 

My cooking arrangements are based 
on the staples I learned in my mother’s 
kitchen. Most of my Abruzzi-flavored 
dishes include olive oil, garlic, bayleaf, 
5 basil and onion, laced together into de- 
^ ceptively simple sauces. That seems to 
y be the standard of Italian cooking. 


"One of my favorite dishes from the 
region is bordetto. A vinegary fish stew 
with clams, prawns, eel, mullet and 
sole, dressed with a pungent sauce of 
white vinegar spiced with garlic, sau- 
ted in olive oil, onions, and seasoned 
with bayleaf, basil and parsley. 

"As far as the sauces, of course, 
there’s plain olive oil and garlic. I 
saute cloves of garlic lightly in olive 
oil, and add parsley, oregano or basil, 
whatever my mood. My family loves 
this over a tangle of cooked vermicelli, 
my favorite pasta. Or as a hot dip for 
our favorite antipasto— bits of aged 
ham, garbanzo beans, artichoke hearts, 
radishes, salami, bell pepper and pro- 
volone cheese. 

"My second famous’ sauce starts 
out as a soffritto (lightly fired base for 
soups, vegetables and meat dishes) 
consisting of olive oil, chopped parsley, 
onion and garlic, flavored with plum 
tomatoes, bell peppers or mushrooms. 
You can also sweeten this, as my 
mother did. with minced carrots. The 
whole thing is a short 10-minute pro- 
duction, and simply delicious. ” 

Here are a few Henry Mancini spe- 
cialties: 

VERMICELLI WITH GARLIC-OLIVE 
SAUCE 

For the Pasta: 

1 teaspoon coarse salt 
3 quarts water 


8 ounces vermicelli 
1 /2 tablespoon vegetable oil 
(or corn or olive oil) 

Add salt to rapidly boiling water to 
bring to a rolling boil. Add vermicelli 
to boiling water. Cook uncovered until 
barely tender (about 6 minutes). Do 
not overcook. Add vegetable oil to 
pot during last 2 minutes of cooking 
time to prevent vermicelli from stick- 
ing together when drained. 

Drain in colander. Turn into heated 
serving platter. 

For the Sauce: 

1/2 cup top quality olive oil 

2 or 3 peeled, minced clove of 

garlic 

1 /3 cup minced fresh Italian parsley 
salt, freshly ground black pepper 
freshly grated Parmesan (or 
Romano cheese) 

Heat, but do not boil olive oil. Turn off 
heat. Add minced garlic and cook 
tightly about 1 minute. Add parsley 
and season to taste. 

Stir sauce into hot vermicelli and 
serve at once with ample sprinklongs 
of grated Parmesan (or Romano) 
cheese. 

Special advice from the chef: "All 
pasta should be cooked a la dente. 
Remove vermicelli from its boiling 
water while it’s still semi-solid in feel, 
to avoid q stewed, soft-textured pud- 
ding," 

TEN-MINUTE TOMATO SAUCE 

3 tablespoons olive oil 

2 cups thinly sliced, chopped 
yellow onions 

1 /2 teaspoon minced carrot 
(or 1 /2 teaspoon sugor) 

2 large cloves garlic, chopped 

1 cup thinly sliced fresh mushrooms 
8 ripe plum Italian tomatoes, 

peeled and chopped 
(or #3 can Italian plum tomatoes 
flavored with basil) 

2 tablespoons tomoto paste 
1 /2 small bayleaf 

1 /2 teaspoon dried basil 
salt, freshlyground 
pepper to taste 
minced parsley 

grated Parmesan cheese (optional) 

Heat olive oil until hot. Add chopped 
onion and carrot. Cook over low heat 
until onions are lightly browned. Add 
garlic and cook over a low heat for 
about 30 seconds. 

Add tomatoes (if canned tomatoes 
are used, drain them well before us- 
ing), tomato paste, bayleaf, basil 
and seasonings to taste. Cook over 
high heat for about 8 minutes, stir- 
ring. Remove bayleaf. Spoon sauce 
over hot cooked pasta in serving dish 
with minced parsley. Toss lightly with 
Parmesan cheese. 
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Now, now! If I let go, it's a long way down.’ 
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shy look, then a call! Now the mechanical beginning. 


WHORES 

OF 

GERMANY 

The Street 
With an ‘X" Rating 


I t is difficult to tell who ore the more 
pathetic, the semi -oude girls who pose 
in the windows, or the lustful males 
who nose-press and peer against the 
stained panes, eyeing before buying. 

Supermarket sex has been a standard 
German product for years. And today, 
more than ever, it still emphasizes the 
business end of the body, makes passion 
almost payable in trading stamps. Yet, 
there are those who need such an open 
market piece to rid themselves of drives 
thot might ojherwise lead them to more 
sordid and violent acts. There s no moral 
judgment in detailing decadence. Just, 
that in this world, when so much is free, it 
is sad to see what has to be paid for. And 
what must be sold to the curious and the 
shy, the strange and the soulful. 




On this infamous street, children are forbidden! but adolescent adults, with the right 
amount of cash can find a few moments of satisfaction. 






He waits out of sight! She sighs! Slowly, mechanically, she plays her part. 


On the street of sellers and buyers, there are no winners— all losers! 


The day ends! The curtains close! With 
daylight conies a moment of pure, lonely 
sleep. Soon the wailing begins again. But 
nothing is new, or really changes— except 
the price. 
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WITH ME 


BY GIL BREWER 

HE HAD A WIFE AND DIDN T USE 
HER- SHE WANTED SOME ONE 
TO AMUSE HER... WHAT A 
SET-UP FOR THE RIGHT MAN! 


S he was Jose Martine’s wife, and 
Martine was the boss, so she had 
it made, and obviously knew it. 
The Florida Gulf Coast string of palm 
frond hat shops did a rush business, 
and this one on Redington Beach was no 
exception. She was an exception; long, 
lush and wild looking, with a sultry, 
pout-lipped face, swollen, firm breasts, 
and sexdly slanted cerulean blue eyes. 
That full mouth was a disdainful, hot 
promise. 

When she strolled leggily into the 
Redington shop that early afternoon, 
Jim Richards felt his heart rock. There 
was a young man in the shop, and Jim 
Richards saw the look on his face, saw 
how he stared at those round hips. He 
caught the young man’s eye, and 
scowled, and the young man quit brows- 
ing and left. Jim Richards watched 
her, and she stared right through him, 



but she didn’t fool him, either. Out- 
wardly bold and disdainful, you could 
tell by the way she moved her body 
that she was in need, wet-lipped, want- 
eyed. She knew what she had, she 
knew what she could get, and her in- 
dolent contempt was characteristic. 
Just the same, most men were stupid 
and far beneath her. But Jim Richards 
understood her kind. He had hoed a 
long, deep row, and when he grinned, 
something came into her eyes, a warm 
brooding look, and the comers of those 
lips curled faintly. 

Jos4 Martine, sleek in green shot silk, 
was outside inspecting the sign. Jim 
Richards let the woman browse. 

Jim Richards had worked here for 
two months. It was a stopover job, just 
for the hell of it, an in-between laze be- 
fore he worked up energy to head for 
Cahfomia. He was a heavy equipment 


man, handy with every type machine. 
He could make a dozer act human. On 
his last job in Tampa, he’d taken his 
roll, and turned on a drunk that threat- 
ened to whiten his red hair. It made him 
smile to recall. He had combed every 
waterfront sin palace on the Coast, 
ended up broke in an Yboi: City alley. 
He laughed it off, headed for the 
beaches, deciding to let come what 
would. He was considering California. 
When he ran into Jose Martine on the 
third day of the Big Hangover, and 
shakily agreed to take a part time job 
in the Redington shop. He could even 
weave the damned palm frond hats, hav- 
ing learned the trick on many an island 
jaunt. 

Right now, he couldn’t keep his eyes 
off Mrs. Martine. 

She moved over to him, leaned low, 
so low that her breasts slmost popped 
out of her blouse, and picked up a 
broad-brimmed hat. 

“What can I do for you?” he asked. 
“You’re Jim Richards, aren’t you?” 
“Yes.” 

“Jose’s told me about you.” 

“Hope it was good.” 

“Does it have to be?” 

They watched each other. She 
touched her lips with a pink tongue. 
She couldn’t quit moving that body, 
even as she leaned her buttocks against 
the wooden counter, flapping the frond 
hat against her thigh. 

“You like it here?” 

“It’s all right.” 

“You’re not enthusiastic?” 

He grinned at her. “What’s Mr. Mar- 
tine doing?” 

“Checking, that’s all. We just stopped 
by for a minute, He won’t be coming in.” 
“I see.” 

“Do you?” 

Just then Martine called from out 
there on the beach, and Jim Richards 
saw the man walk around the building, 
heading for the highway, where his car 
was parked. 

She gave him a long, studied look, and 
did that thing with her tongue again. 
She tossed the hat onto the big pile. 

“Well, Mr. Richards. I’ve got to run. 
The call of the wild -husband.” She 
paused, gave him that long, steady look 
again, and said, “I’ll bet you know the 
tune, Mr. Richards.” Her voice was a 
low whisper. 

“What tune?” 

“Can’t you guess?” 

She turned, and left the shop, leaving 
a trace of some extremely elusive per- 
fume. 

The rest of the day went easy, and 
the following morning was slow. Jim 
thought about Jose Martine. Sleek and 
steak-fed, he was the typical overseer, 
with a going concern. He didn’t even 
pay a decent wage. Jim Richards grinned 
when he considered how Martine 


thought he was suckering his new shop 
clerk. 

Business was a rush after ten in the 
morning, and he hopped, selling the stu- 
pid hats. Tourists went for them big. 
Just before noon, he heard a soft step, 
whirled, and there was Jose' Martine, 
plump-faced, with faintly purple lips 
and eyes like oiled plums, wearing a 
white linen suit, his curly black hair 
a glistening nest. 

“Jim, my boy. Just stopped by to 
check. Running down to Sarasota, then 
Venice. Work, work, work.” He laughed 
his salady laugh. 

Jim nodded. He wondered if Mrs. 
Martine were with her husband, but 
savy nothing of her. 

“'Mrs. Martine had to attend a cat 
show,” the self-assured man said. “Al- 
ways busy with something.” The plum 
eyes shone. “You met her, eh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, you met something special, 
Jim, boy. She’s special, my wife is. No- 
body like her.” The man’s voice sounded 
thick, as if he were swallowing syrup. 
“Don’t know what I’d do without her, 
Jim, boy. My whim is her wish.” He 
laughed again, glanced around the shop. 
“Everything in order?” 

“Everything’s in order,” Jim Richards 
said. 

“Well, I’ll buzz off. Just checking.” 
The gaze squeezed slightly, white- 
lidded. “Got to keep an eye on things, 
eh?” 

“Sure thing, Mr. Martine.” 

“I trust you, Jim, boy.” 

The well-filled linen suit left the shop, 
and Jim Richards watched wryly. 

After lunch, he was busy for a time. 
It was doring the mid-aftemoon let- 
down, when she strolled in the door. 
Somehow, he knew she would. The sun 
blazed behind her, glaring off the Gulf, 
haloing that thick black hair. 

“Hello,” she said cutly, 

“Hi, again.” He couldn’t help staring. 
She wore a sprayed-on black bikini, 
one of the tiniest he’d ever seen, and 
she carried a straw bag. Red It^llian 
leather sandals bound her ankles. 

She moved directly up to him, and 
he smelled* that faint perfume again. A 
surge ran through his groin. 

“Learned the tune?” she asked. 

Now what the hell was this? 

“Jose thinks I’m at a cat show,” she 
said. “I decided to go for a swim. Then 
I changed my mind.” 

“I see.” 

“Do you, Mr. Richards?” 

He stood there, feeling a curious, 
palpitating warmth. 

“You like my husband?” 

“It’s a job. Nothing else.” 

“But not your kind of job. You’re not 
a shop clerk. I can tell.” 

“I get around some.” 

[continued on page 68] 
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DONJA LEBA 


There comes a time in the life of every red blooded mon— and woman too— when the waiting 
game is over. That's the time the proverbial men are separated from the boys. And at that 
time, a gal like Donjo makes out the most — because there are some guys who just never grow 
up. Of course, if she wanted to, delicious Donja could help them mature- in o hurry. And some- 
times, just for the fun of it, she does. But although Donja likes being on her own, she keeps 
looking for someone who wants to share her independence. Take heed, however, for although 
Donja is as delectable as a truffle, she's not to be trifled with. 
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Some girls get hung up and just moon around and wistfully wonder who's going to show. But not Donjo. The whistles and 
wonders ore there, but on the other side. This is one miss whose whereabouts, while exactly no secret, is not for the woebe- 
gone or the wishful thinkers. Donja is a thinking girl tor the thinking mon — and just as long as she knows what you're think- 
ing, you’ll get along. 
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A buzz downstairs, a ring on the bell. The television goes to block and Donja is in view, a beautiful picture living in color. 
Transmission perfect. (The chassis is pretty good, too!) And there's no question about the signal. So, let's pause -only for a 
moment — for station identification — and let the sparks fall where they may. 
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KATHY UTNN 

There's a mosoic of mood, manner and meaning, a picturesque presentation of the image that is the pulchritudinous Kathy 
Lynn, ever the total woman. One looks at her, only to come oway with a different feeling each time. Sometimes a mystery, 
occasionally whimsical, Kathy is always a gal with whom you con relate. All this is her charm and her mystique. And Kathy 
hos that unique ability of appearing complex and refreshingly without guile, at one and the same time. It may be, that with 
this Kathy a 'maybe' has more meaning — more to offer then a yes.' 
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Kathy is likely to make true believers of the doubters: to encourage 
the bashful and make the more bold feel as though they were kings. 
Look closely, you'll see in the glint of her eye, the twinkle of her 
smile, and the barest movement of her body, the shimmiest sugges- 
tion of someone who knows what it is all about. And when you come 
right down to it, it's all about Kathy. 
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GREAT 

WINES 

EROM 

CALIEOR- 

NIA 

CLIMES 

by J. Nelson Tuck 


To hell with wine snobs! Let’s enjoy our own. 

N ot long ago, I took a charming young lady out to dinner at a good restaurant. 

It wasn't a world-famous gourmet palace, understand, nor even one of those 
murderously expensive joints which exist largely through courtesy of the Internal 
Revenue Service and the businessman's deductible expense account. It was just a 
good restaurant of the kind where almost any of us will go when we’re splurging 
on a date. 

After a couple of excellent dry martinis, the food began to come and we thought 
we’d both en)oy some wine with it. With a flourish, the waiter produced a wine list. 

It started off by listing wines imported from France and Italy, priced at four dollars 
a bottle and up. The best of the imported wines offered ran horn six to eight dollars 
a bottle (not counting the champagnes, which were altogether in the stratosphere). 

Tucked away at the far bottom of the list, like the uncouth poor relation the 
whole family’s ashamed of, was a brief little rundown of a few California wines. 

The least expensive bottle listed was $3.25. The same bottle could be bought right 
next door at the neighborhood liquor store for less than a dollar and a quarter retail. 
That’s one of the big things that’s wrong with American wine drinking today. 

A few days ago I was picking up some hooch at my neighborhood booze 
emporium when a temporary bachelor came in to buy some wine for dinner. Wife 
and kids were off visibng Grandma, and he was going to dine in lonely splendor. 

He had a bag of fruit, cneese and delicatessen under his arm, and a loaf of crusty 
French bread in his hand. 

“What’s all this fuss about wine?” he asked as the man was wrapping his bottle. 
“Everybody’s talking about wine as though it were the greatest invention since 
penicillin. Wine isn't something somebody )ust invented. What’.s going on, anyway?” 
“Why are you drinking wine?” the merchant asked. 

The customer tore off a hunk of bread and offered us both some. It wasn’t any 
of that homogenized, pasteurized, synthesized, sanitized chemical concoction that 
most stores palm off on their customers. It was good bread. 

“Got a case for Christmas,” he said. “I liked it. I didn’t know anything about 
wine. Still don’t. But you don't have to be an expert to drink it. Good wine is good 
to drink, that's all.” 

That’s one of the big things that’s right with American wine drinking today. 

'The customer was perfectly correct, as more and more of us are finding out 
every day. Good wine is good to drink— that’s really all there is to it. Almost any- 
where you go, in either ot the temperate zones of the world, you’ll find everybody 
drinking the local wine. The only places where you won’t find it, outside the United 
States, are those where the climate is too hot, too cold or too damp (as in England) 
for good wine grapes to grow; or in Moslem or Hindu countries where total 
abstinence is a matter of religion. 

With the sole exceptions ot water and milk, wine is the oldest and most universal 
beverage known to man. The Jews of the Old Testament and the Greeks of Homer 
drank wine as a matter of course. When the French banker, the Italian laborer or 
the Spanish merchant walks into his favorite restaurant for lunch, the waiter 
immediately brings, along with the napkins and tableware, a jug of le bon yin du 
patron— the good wine of the house. It's one of the cheapest parts of the meal (in 
fact, in many French cafes it's included free with the table d’hote), and it never 
occurs to anybody to worry about fancy labels or expensive vintages. 

Those de luxe wines are for the really rich, for gourmets whose wallets are as 
thick as their waistlines, or for people like you and me on' rare and very special 
occasions. After all, not many ot us have pate de foie Strasbourg with truffles or 
fresh Beluga caviar every night. Why should we expect to drink the kinds of wine 
that go with such dishes when the main course is the wife’s best recipe for ham- 
burger? 

The fact is that too many of us have been brainwashed about wine. Open almost 
any fancy, slick magazine and you'll see an article telling you all about the great 
French labels, how to avoid having your hoity-toity guests look down their noses 
at you by serving precisely the right year of Puligny Montrachet with the poached 
trout and a chart of vintages that only a computer could learn. Then you add to 
this a long list of “rules” about serving only this special kind of wine with that 
kind of food. 

Walk into almost any good restaurant and you’ll find a confusing list of French 
labels, a vulgar condescension towards excellent domestic wines and an outrageous 
overcharge. Walk into any large department store and you’ll find an assortment of 
seventy-seven wine glasses, each a different size, shape and price, and an ignoramus 
of a clerk who never touches the stuff herself telling you you absolutely must have 
a full set of each variety if you want to serve various kinds of wines “correctly.” □: 

No wonder all too many Americans lay off wine altogether! The snobbery is too ^ 
revolting, the complexity incomprehensible and prices (continued on next page] o 
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too exorbitant to pay. But they’re missing one of the 
best things in life when they let themselves be intimi- 
dated by all this garbage. 

In doing research for this article, 1 came across an 
article in a fancy magazine by Lucius Beebe, a well-known 
writer who specializes in such curiously diverse subjects 
as society, good living and antique American railroads. 
Beebe was writing about a tour of the most expensive 
restaurants of San Francisco which he made with a single 
companion. They had at least one and usually more bottles 
of wine with every meal and some of the wine was priced 
as high as twenty-one dollars a bottle! 

Who among us, reading that, wouldn’t be put off? 

Yet that’s all very well for Beebe. Presumably, either 
the magazine was picking up the tab or the restaurants 
were cuffing him for the publicity. Even if they weren’t, 
though, Beebe isn’t an ordinary working stiff like you and 
me. He works only because he wants to, being a million- 
aire plus in his own right, and it’s a good guess that he 
often enjoys meals like that out of his own pocket. (He 
arrived in San Francisco in his own private railroad car, 
hauled by the Southern Pacific at the price of eighteen 
first-class fares. The car was parked on a siding at a cost 
of forty dollars a day. Beebe figured this expense was 
necessary. His hotel wouldn’t take dogs and his poor 
pooch had to have some place to stay.) 

Even such well-meaning wine experts as Frank Schoon- 
maker, Tom Mar>'el and James Beard, I suspect, often 
put people off w’ine without meaning to. These gents are 
genuine experts, with well-trained palates, and without 
phony snobbery. They are constantly writing pieces prais- 
ing the best California wines, pointing out their admirable 
qualities and arguing quite rightly that the cream of our 
domestic crop is fully equal to most first-class European 
wines. (In fact, California was exporting wine to France 
more than a hundred years ago! It still is. Today, Maxim’s 
of Paris, one of the great restaurants of the world, offers 
its patrons a California vin rose.) 

But they still write in pretty special terms. They compare 
and contrast the well-known wine names of Europe (like 
Burgundy, Chablis and Chianti) with various domestic 
wines, tell you the names of several dozen grapes and what 
kind of wines they produce and what areas they come 
from. The average Joe or Joan, reading them, is still likely 
to wind up with the feeling that wine is a pretty esoteric 
subject, something to be mastered only after long and 
hard study, like algebra. 

Well, it is and isn’t. If you want to be a James Beard, 
yes, you’ve got to work at it as hard as he has done and for 
just as many years. But if you just want to enjoy wine, 
no. All you’ve got to do is enjoy it. 

If you’re really interested in wine and want to become 
something of an expert, by all means read what the experts 
have to say, follow their guidance and taste the wines. 
Really first-rate American wines rarely cost more than two 
dollars a bottle (except for champagne) and you can soon 
learn to distinguish them if you taste with care and also 
practice. 

But this still isn’t the stuff for everyday enjoyment, 
which is what we’re talking about. One reason is the cost: 
two bucks a rrieal is just too much for most of us to add 
to our food costs for the sake of a couple of glasses of wine 
at lunch and dinner. 

And another reason is that special wines should be for 
special occasions. Even such a world-famous gourmet as 
Andre Simon, founder of the original Wine and Food 
Society, which now has sixty-nine chapters in sixteen 
q; countries, says in his book, The Wine Primer: “Buy cheap 
a! wines to drink habitually and fine wines to drink occasion- 

3 ally." 


M. Simon’s point— and mine— is that inexpensive wine 
does not have to be bad wine. Much of it unquestionably 
is. The United States, like France and every other wine 
country, produces small quantities of really superb wine, 
some quantity of bad, cheap stuff and much good, honest 
and inexpensive wine. 

The Editors of Escapade and I set out to find out for 
ourselves how true that is. With the help of the Calif- 
ornia Wine Institute, a blind taste test was arranged for 
us at the Overseas Press Club in New York. (The OPC’s 
dining room, incidentally, is one of the few eating places 
I know that has a sensible wine policy. It offers a carafe, 
holding about a pint, or four glasses, of good red or white 
domestic wine for just 75 cents.) 

When the company assembled, we were seven, 
Escapade’s Editor and two of his able assistants, myself 
and an oenophilic friend and two charming young ladies. 
Our host, a witty Irishman representing the California 
Wine Industry, assisted by two more young ladies, presided. 

We were to taste eight wines, four red and four white. 
Two of each group would be expensive imports, the other 
two inexpensive Californias. We would not be told which 
wine was which until after we had tasted and rated them. 

Four glasses of white wine were set before each of us, 
each marked with a number written in grease pencil. 
(The same numbers were also written on the bottles from 
which the wine had come.) Much sipping and slurping 
followed, accompanied by jovial remarks which began to 
seem very witty after a v/hile but which, on mature reflec- 
tion, need not be reported here. (You see, we weren’t 
following the practice of real wine experts, who just slosh 
the stuff around the tongue and then spit it out. We were 
drinking it.) 

Speaking of the glasses, they were of a variety which the 
host called “the standard, all-purpose wine glass.’’ He and 
other non-snob experts say you need only one kind of 
glass for all kinds of wine. It should hold about eight 
ounces, but should be only half-filled. It should be stem- 
med and shaped like a tulip, with the upper part curving 
slightly in. The reason for that shape (and for filling it 
only half way) is to allow the odor of the wine to collect 
in the glass. Sniffing the bouquet of good wine is half the 
fun of drinking it, and smell is also an essential part of 
taste. 

(Even champagne is better drunk from this kind of 
glass than from the flat, wide-mouthed ordinary champagne 
glass. That kind exposes too much of the surface of the 
wine, allowing the bubbles to escape too fast. If you don’t 
drink the wine almost immediately from the wide-mouthed 
glass, it goes flat.) 

Our host also gave us a few tips on tasting. Begin by 
holding the wine up to the light and enjoying the color, 
which should be clear and bright. A young red wine may 
be purplish in color; when it gets older a hint of brown 
begins to appear. There may be a hint of sediment in the 
bottom. This should not be drunk (that’s the reason for 
decanting old red wines), but it is otherwise harmless, 
being merely a natural expression of age. But if a wine is 
dull, muddy-colored or thick, it isn’t good. 

Then vou smell the bouquet. No sourness or off-smell. 
Just the lovely pleasure of good wine. 

Then you taste, slowly, obser\ ing the different sensations 
as the wine moves back in your mouth and after you have 
swallowed. 

In no time, the seven of us were merrily sniffing and 
swigging away, for all the world as though we were real 
experts. But experts or not, we were soon all noticing 
differences in the wines, this one was slightly tart, and 
one a little smoother, that one a little sweeter. And after 
we had all scored the whites, we drank a little water to 
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rinse our taste buds, and the process was repeated for 
the reds. 

When the young ladies tabulated our scores, we were 
in for some surprises. In the whites, we had scored a 
French Chablis selling for $3.37 a bottle as Number One, 
followed by another French import at $1.49. Bringing up 
the rear, but closely, were two California whites each 
selling for less than a dollar a bottle. It should be noted 
that the rating system in both the red and white wines 
was on the basis of points, that is, four points for first 
choice, three points for second, two points for third, and 
one point for fourth. The top score a wine could amass 
would be twenty-eight, which would have meant all seven 
participants being in complete agreement. No red or white 
wine received twenty-eight points. In the white wine 
division, then, several rated the cheaper French wine 
over the more expensive, and one imbiber selected a 
California wine as his Nunfber One choice. 

In the reds, the Number One choice was a California 
claret selling for less than a dollar! Number Two was a 
French Margaux priced at $2.75, Number Three a French 
Medoc at $1.59 and Number Four another California 
at eighty-three cents. 

As we merrily downed what was left in the bottles, 
preparatory to staggering out, we agreed on several things 
that seemed to us proven. The difference in quality be- 
tween the expensive French and the inexpensive California 
whites was there, but even the Number Four California 
white wine was a good one which no one need fear to 
serve or drink. And the Number One red was great! 

You can conduct your own taste test, even without the 
amiable assistance of our host, and prove to yourself and 
your friends the excellent quality of some inexpensive Cali- 
fornia wines. But be warned! If you start this kind of 
thing you’re likely to find yourself hooked. Before you 
know it, you’ll be enjoying a glass or two of some inex- 
pensive wine with every dinner, and a fine thing it is, too, 
not only for your pleasure, but also for your health. (Ask 
your doctor!) 

If you’ve already got some favorite California wines, of 
your own, do it just the way we did, getting some impartial 
bystander to do the pouring where you yourself can’t know 
exactly what’s going on until the time comes to reveal the 
secret. Just make sure that you’re comparing wines of the 
same type. It’s no good, for instance, stacking up a Cali- 
fornia Zinfandcl against a French Burgundy. The wines 
are too different in basic type to prove anything. Your 
wine merchant can help you select comparable types. 

If you’re an utter beginner on wines, conduct some taste 
tests just for yourself at first. Ask your friendly wine mer- 
chant (he should not only be friendly, but also helpful, 
reliable and trustworthy; if he isn’t, get another wine 
merchant) to recommend to you several inexpensive 
domestic brands of the same type of wine. Pick up two 
brands of 'the same type. Taste them against each other 
critically, and make your choice. Next time, try a third 
brand against the preferred one of the first two. When 
you’ve found a brand you really prefer; then try the same 
sequence with a different type. 

In a very short time, you’ll find you have some decided 
preferences of your own. Good. Enjoy them. Remember, 
the only thing that really matters is that you and your 
guests enjoy the wine you serve. 

All the fancy wine “rules” usually make some sense, 
but nobody should feel oppressed by them. It’s reasonable 
not to serve a heavy, sweet dessert wine with roast beef, 
but if you like it that way, go ahead. (I promise not to 
tell Frank Schoonmaker.) In general, though, you’re likely 
to find that dry red wines go best with red meats, white 


wiine with fish or chicken, ros^ with almost anything. But 
yoiiHl never know what you like until you try. 

Once you’ve arrived at a few favorites of your own, try 
a different kind of taste test. Some evening when you’re 
having enough people in to justify two bottles of wine, 
make them different ones. With the dinner, serve a good, 
inexpensive California and a higher-priced French wine of 
the same type. Let the company take alternate swigs as 
they munch on the edibles. This is an entirely different 
feeling from the one you get with a foodless tasting and 
an excellent experiment. 

And don’t be ashamed to let your guests know that 
you’re serving a domestic wine. The making of good wine 
has been a California tradition for more than 200 years. 
Long before the Gold Rush of ’49, the good fathers of 
the Missions along the Coast were making wine for sacra- 
mental purposes and for their own use. The early settlers 
imported cuttings from the best European vines, planted 
vineyards and made wine, some of it excellent. 

California suffered badly during Prohibition. Many fine, 
old vineyards were ploughed under to raise other crops 
and only a few winemakers survived by making sacramental 
wines and a little for their own use. When Repeal came 
the country was flooded with hastily-made wine, much of 
it bad. And during World War II, also, much inferior wine 
was sold. 

It has taken time for the California wine industry to 
get rid of the bad odor of those days, but it has done^so. 

Now its best wines rank with the world’s best, and its good 
ones need bow to no honest vin de pays anywhere. One 
who testified to that was the late Henri Charpentier, one 
of France’s and the world’s great chefs. Henri invented 
crepes Suzette and many other famous dishes, and served 
most of the monarchs of Europe from Queen Victoria on 
down until he came to the United States. 

At last, old and full of honors, Henri “retired” to a 
small farm be bought near Redondo Beach, California. 

But he couldn't stay idle. Soon he was serving dinner to a 
few friends in the living room of his farmhouse, which 
could ^eat perhaps a dozen people. Friends told friends 
and once again Henri was working. He served only dinner 
and that only by reservation, with his lists filled months 
in advance. He did all the cooking himself and stood over 
you while you ate, ready with a sharp reprimand if you 
ate too fast or didn’t sufficiently enjoy what he had pre- 
pared. He charged fantastic prices— and he was worth every 
cent of it. 

Henri had no liquor license, so you brought your own 
wine. Once a friend of mine made a reservation and asked 
what wine Henri would suggest that she bring. She nearly 
dropped the receiver when he suggested a California wine 
that is available everywhere and that cost less than a 
dollar a bottle. 

“Why not?’’ said Henri. “It is an honest wine and it 
does justice to my food.” 

But even though California has testimonials like that, 
you can’t cure some wine snobs. At one tasting held by 
the California Wine Institute (not the one for Escapade) 
an editor was present and, after much contemplation, 
rated a California wine, and an inexpensive one at that. 
Number One. When the bottles were brought out, he 
discovered that he had chosen it over an expensive French 
Meursault. 

When the representative of the California Wine Industry 
asked if the company would like to finish what remained 
in the bottles, the editor was ecstatic. 

“Sure,” he cried, ignoring the wine his own taste J 
had just told was best. “Gimme some of that French 
Meursault.” • ^ 
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4s desirable as it was with her, today would be the end 


LAST 

NIGHT 

BY WILLIAM AUSTIN 
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N ervously, he glanced at his watch. 8:45. He shuffled 
the papers around on his desk, and finally lit a 
cigarette. He didn’t know why he always came in 
early, there was little he could do before nine o’clock, 
and the sitting around was always somewhat of an or- 
deal. He sighed and glanced around at the other men 
readying themselves for the day’s activities. He envied 
them for a moment, their casual banter, the easy 
kidding. Usually, he felt the 
same, but today he could al- 
ready feel his stomach jump- 
ing. He had lain awake half 
the night thinking about it, 
his mind going around in 
circles. Finally, he had ar- 
rived at the only solution 
possible. The one he had 
known he would have to 
come to before he ever laid 
down. But he had tussled 
with it, tense and upset, 
long after his wife had sleep- 
ily kissed him good night 
and slipped easily into slum- 
ber. He had made up his 
mind, today he would have 
to tell her it was quits. Plain 
and simple. She’d under- 
stand, he knew she would. 

He had rehearsed it over 
and over in his head last 
night. He knew just what he 
would say. 

Look, it’s come to the 
point where we have to 
quit entirely, or wp have to 
run the risk of really mak- 
ing a mess of our lives. 

It’s gotten out of control. 

Neither of us thought it 
would, but we have to face 


the fact that it has. We can’t maintain a status quo, we 
either quit, or we go on further, and we both know it would 
be better to quit, while we can. While there is still a choice. 
'That is what he’d say. 

Promptly at nine o'clock, the phone rang. He picked 
up the receiver. Some early bird customer he thought, 
wryly. “Hello, can I help you?” 

“Hi.” Her voice was throaty, low, still sleepy sounding. 

“Hi.” He was surprised at 
her calling this early. 

“Don't worry,” she said, 
“I’m not going to bother 
you, talking to you this 
early, I just wanted to hear 
your voice, and say good 
morning.” 

He couldn’t help smiling. 
“Good morning.” 

She giggled slightly. “This 
is kind of indecent, isn’t 
it?” 

“What?” 

“Talking to you now. I’ve 
still got my pyjamas on.” 
She was quiet for a mo- 
ment. “I look awful, my 
hair is all mussed up, and 
I haven’t even got any lip- 
stick on.” 

“Terrible,” he said, im- 
agining her in the pyjamas, 
her auburn hair tousled 
around her face. 

“John?” There was a ques- 
tion in her voice. 

“Yes?” 

She was quieter now, the 
bantering tone gone. “I 
really called to apologize.” 
“Apologize? For what?” 
“Last night. The way I 
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acted. You must think . . . you must think Fm pretty 
awful.” 

“Don’t be silly. I don't think you’re awful.” 

A hint of laughter came back into her voice. “What do 
you think then? Don’t tell me you don’t think anything?” 

“Well . . .” he was unable to think of anything to say, 
remembering her last night, urgent and demanding. 

“Okay,” she laughed now, low and easily. “FlI let you 
off the hook for now. I’ll call you later, okay?” 

“All right.” 

“This afternoon, then. Bye, honey.” He heard her make 
a soft kissing sound into the phone before she hung up. 

When he replaced the phone, his palms were sweaty, 
and he quickly began to make his morning business calls, 
trying to drive the sound of her voice from his ears. How- 
ever, it was a futile eflFort. He talked to his customers 
automatically, hardly hearing their voices. As it had ever 
since last night, his mind went over their relationship, try- 
to decide where he had gone wrong, how he had gotten 
himself into this predicament. 

It had started easily enough; he had first called her to 
tell her that her husband’s application for a loan had 
been denied. After listening and arguing with hundreds 
of irascible people day in and day out, her pleasant tele- 
phone voice and easy manner had entranced him. Instead 
of just turning her down, he had found himself going into 
considerable detail, explaining just why he had not ap- 
proved the application. That would have been the end of 
it, if she hadn’t called him back the next day to ask if it 
would be possible to get the loan with a co-signer. She had 
seemed so sincere in wanting the money, explaining how she 
and her husband wanted to make a few improvements on 
their old house, that he found himself agreeing to another 
try at the loan, another application. 

Then, a few days later, when the application had come 
across his desk, he went out of his way to find reasons for 
making the loan, finally approving it that afternoon. It 
was with real pleasure that he called her and told her. Her 
enthusiasm aad thankfulness had honestly touched him, 
and he had talked to her for over an hour, the conversa- 
tion eventually drifting away from loans and banks into a 
general discussion of her family. He found her fun to talk 
to, just that, nothing more. Her youthful enthusiasm and 
quick sense of humor were invigorating, and he was 
pleased when she called him back the next day, admitting 
she had no business to transact, but just wanted to talk 
to him. 

It had quickly become part of his daily routine. She 
called him every afternoon, and they talked for half an 
hour, or an hour. Frequently, after he had hung up, he 
couldn't remember what it had been that they had been 
talking about, but it was pleasant. A break in the other- 
wise dull day. 

The first change in their relationship had come about 
quite by accident. She had called him to tell him that she 
had gotten a part time job to help out with the money 
situation at home. She was to work evenings in the down- 
town section, doing telephone solicitations for a direct 


sales concern. Impulsively, he had suggested meeting her 
for coffee in the hour that elapsed between the end of his 
work and the start of hers. 

Privately, he had formed his own opinion of what her 
appearance would be. Dowdy, a little on the fat side. He 
had a theory that pretty girls rarely bothered to cultivate a 
personality. He had found her so pleasant that he assumed 
she was compensating for physical plainness. However, he 
found her to be even more appealing in person than she 
had been as just a disembodied voice on the phone. Au- 
burn haired, with sparkling green eyes, she had an air of 
youth and vitality that was truely attractive. 

At first, she had been rather shy, obviously not as at ease 
now as she had been with the anonymous, impersonal pro- 
tection of the phone, and he had been forced to draw her 
out before she became the same laughing, joyful person 
she had been. 

Although neither of them mentioned it specifically, 
they met again the next night, and the one after that, and, 
before he knew it, it had become understood that she 
would be waiting for him in the little coffee shop. He 
found himself looking forward to it. Eager to see her, 
pleased at the way her face lit up when he entered. 

Still, it was only a friendly relationship. They studiously 
avoided any mention of her husband or his wife, and their 
conversation was limited to a light, usually bantering, talk. 

He had become moderately concerned when he realized 
he was thinking of her more and more. He would catch 
himself looking forward to seeing her in the evening when 
he should be watching TV. Once, in an off-hand manner, 
she had mentioned that she had missed .hiin over the 
weekend, but still they were both careful to maintain an 
outward air of caSualness. 

Until last night. 

She had mentioned that she would like to see one of 
the ihovies in the downtown area. In a forbidden holiday 
mood, they had both made phone calls; he to his wife to 
tell her he would be working late, and she to her boss to 
plead illness. 

Even the long line in front of the show, indicating at 
least an hour-long wait, had not dispelled their gay mood. 
When he suggested they forget about the movie and go to 
a bar for a few hours, she had quickly agreed. 

On the short walk back to the parking lot behind the 
theatre, he couldn’t help being proud to be with her, to 
walk down the street with her. He was suddenly glad that 
he was thirty-five, and she was twenty-one. He realized 
that fifteen years ago, he wouldn’t have appreciated her 
as he did now. He wouldn’t have been able to see the 
delicious mixture of bubbling youth only lightly veneered 
with sober maturity at times. 

Once in the car, he started it, and turned to her. “Where 
to?” he asked. 

She shook her head, “I don’t care.” 

TTie parking lot was dark, jammed with cars, and there 
was the curious illusion that here, in the middle of the 
city, they were quite alone, as if in the middle of a desert. ^ 
“You want to run away to Mexico?” he asked, lightly. 

[continued on next page] u 
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She looked mischievously at him, her 
eyes bright in the gloom of the car. 
“Why?” she asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Why do 
people usually run away to Mexico?” 

She matched his casual tone, “Why 
run away? We can do that right here.” 
Impishly, she leaned over and kissed 
him lightly, sweetly on the lips. 

Startled, almost shocked by the taste 
of her mouth on his, he had pulled her 
roughly to him aAd kissed her. He felt 
her ami pull au’ay from him, and at 6rst 
he thought she was trying to free herself 
from his embrace, but she only turned 
the ignition oS, the sudden silence ac- 
centing the seclusion. Hungrily then, she 
had returned his sudden ardor. 

Now, in retrosopect, it was an un- 
believable two hours they had spent in 
that parking lot. TTicy had hardly 
spoken to each other, except with their 
hands and an occasional soft whisper. 
All in all, it had been one of the most 
startling experiences in his life, and, bv 
the time he drove her home and let her 
out with hurried agreements to call the 
next morning, he had come to the same 
conclusion he now fought with. Thev 


had to quit while they still could. 

He cringed inwardly as he thought of 
the many times he had spoken con- 
temptuously of other men involved in 
affairs. He had looked on them rather as 
mtting animals, incapable of a satisfying 
relationship with any woman. And, here 
he was, teetering on the brink of the 
same sort of thing. The very fact that he 
had spent several minutes scrubbing the 
lipstick off, and destroying the shreds of 
evidence in the car before he had been 
able to go in to his wife had been a 
terrifying thing. He couldn't stand the 
idea of having to build a world of de- 
ceit between him and his wife. Of forc- 
ing her to do the same with her husband. 

No. As sweet and desirable as he had 
to admit it would be with her. todav 
would be the end. Or rather, last night 
was. Once again, he went over the ex- 
planation to her. Chances are, he 
thought, she'd be thinking the same 
thing. 

Even thinking of her, the phone’s 
ring was a startling thing. He picked it 
up. “Hello, can I nelp you?” 

“Think you’re man enough?” she 
said. 

‘Tm positive,” he answered automati- 


cally, the exchange was almost a ritual. 

“Working hard?” she asked, “or do 
you have time to talk?” 

“No, I’ve got time.” Tell her now, 
he thought, quickly, while your deter- 
mination is strong. 

“Honey?” 

TTie unexpected word of affection 
pushed him off balance. "Yes?” 

She didn’t answer for a minute. “Did 
you mean what you said about last 
night? About you not thinking anything 
. . . bad about me?” 

“Of course,” he said, and then felt 
a desire to say more. “I was very glad 
you . . he hesitated, “responded 
the way you did.” 

“Oh.” Her voice was soft. 

Now, tell her now. “Look, honey.” 
Dammit, why had he said that? “We've 
got to talk about this.” Suddenly, he 
was at a loss for words. 

“All right.” Her voice was submissive, 
excruciatingly feminine. “I’ll call in and 
tell them T won’t be in to work.” 

No, not that, he thought, I want to 
talk to you now. “Okay.” 

There was a hint of laughter in her 
voice. “You don’t want to talk in a 
parking lot again, do you?” 

“No, we’ll go some other place.” 

The softness was back. “All right,” 
a slight hesitation, and then an almost 
imperceptible accenting of his words, 
“we’ll go some other place.” 

Tell her now, tell her now he fairly 
shrieked at himself, but he was mute as 
she said goodbye, and suddenly he was 
holding a dead receiver in his hands. 

Angrily, he slammed it down. He 
had to call her back. Now. Not an hour 
from now. Call her and tell her what 
he should have said in the first place. 
'Fhere was no choice, he eitlier did it 
now, or he wouldn’t be able to do it. 
He’d never be able to reject her tonight. 
Not with her close to him. And certain- 
ly never after tonight. Not if he allowed 
himself to be with her now. It was 
either make last night the last night, or 
tonight the first night. 

He forced himself to pick up the 
phone and woodenly dial the number, 
his hands shaking slightly. He listened 
to the ring, absorbed m what he would 
have to say. 

“Hello?” she said. 

“Hi.” 

"Hi.” He could hear the surprised 
pleasure in her voice, and it made the 
task worse. 

“Look, honev.” He was astounded at 
the normalih' of his tone, at how natural 
it sounded. “I’m going to be working 
late again.” He laughed easily. “Getting 
to be an executive, I guess. Time is 
never my own.” 

She was disappointed. “How'^ late will 
you be?” 

Suddenly, he felt awfully tired. He 
leaned his forehead on his hand, “Preth' 
late, I think.” He was quiet for a min- 
ute. “Don’t wait up for me.” • 



A Portrait of the Actress 
Performing Her Art In a Sex Film 

ERIKA BLANC 

Starring in the movie, Emanuelle,' Erika 
Blanc — a misnomer if ever there was 
one — is described by critics as 'sizzling,' 
and is also being acclaimed for her per- 
formance in some of the hottest love 
scenes yet filmed.’ All this poses an in- 
teresting question. Do actresses really go 
into these "sex" films in pursuit of their art 
— or just in pursuit of some tun? Erika is rich, 
and successful, both as a model ond as an 
actress, so it can't be just for the quick 
buck. Then perhaps it is to prove that if 
the act of love con be made more mean- 
ingful before a camera, hundreds of thou- 
sands of men will share her at the same 
moment. Now if that isn't vanity, it's art! 




This is the moment we've talked about — that intimate relaxation, to be shared with every movie goer. How do the actors and 
actresses feel? Does their experience carry over to the audience? Well, you are the audience— how do you feel? Personally 
we'd rather be doing than watching. 
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Of course, no one ever said that acting can't be fun. But this scene was serious. There wos more to it than just posing and pos- 
turing. There was holding the right position until the camera angles were fixed. This took hours, but neither actor Sandro 
Pizzochera nor Erika would permit stand-ins. They insisted, in the true tradition of the theatre, that they do everything them- 
selves. That's suffering for art! 
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This willingness to do all the dangerous' work herself is 
to be admired. It does make one think here is a true artist, 
so immersed in her work, she finds pleasure only in the fact 
she has given a fine performance. Nothing else matters. Just 
because the scene has her intimately together wdh Sandro, 
is entirely incidental. They would find no satisfaction shoot- 
ing such scenes unless they themselves felt it was convinc- 
ing. So professional are these actors that they never once 
objected to making one retake after another. Nothing less 
than perfection they insisted. That, friends, is the hallmark 
of the true artist. That's art! OH, YEAH? 
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S ome years back, before tele- 
vision quiz shows were scandal- 
ized, Jacqueline Susann was a 
well known panelist face. It was prob- 
ably just coincidence that her husband, 
Irving Mansfield , was a quiz program 
producer, The then unknown novelist 
(and who knew she could write) was 
always introduced as “actress Jacque- 
line Susann.” Maybe then, nobody 
knew she could act. 

Yet, we should all be thankful to 
Jacqueline Susann. Without her, many 
of us wouldn’t know good writing from 
bad; that there is no good without bad, 
no wrong without right. And there could 
be no Susan Sontag or Gloria Steinem 
without Jacqueline Susann. 

Don’t get the wrong idea. All this is 
not intended as a knock at Jackie, that 
is Miss Susann. By golly, she’s as Ameri- 
can as apple pie, orchids and orgies. 
The title ‘to hell with etc.’ isn’t meant 
to imply that she should be done away 
with, rather that it might be a nice 
place for her to visit after all the nym- 
phos, satyriasists, dykes and faggots 
she’s had to stay with (literally, that 
is). 

Now that the niceties have been 
stated, we still say: to hell with you 
Jacqueline Susann — particularly for 
writing Valley of the Dolls, The Love 
Machine and thus making all the wall- 
eyed girls and bug-eyed guys who read 
it crazy with passion. Because of you, 
Miss S., they each dream of sexual suc- 
cess— and it grows with each passing 
page. The girl just knows every guy is 
out to make her. Does she want to be 
made? You bet your capital “a” she does. 
He feels the “Susann fwwer” that will 
enable him to toss a drink and a chick 
onto a bed in a matter of seconds. It 
doesn’t matter that he’s been side- 
stepped by every broad anJ she’s been 
ignored by every buck. Then, va-va- 
voom, they meet at a cocktail party. 
They see each other, The lights spar- 
kle. He to^es off a cigarette. The paper 
sticks to his lips as he offers her one. 


She pats him on the hand and sends 
goose bumps up his arm. Then, they dis- 
cover they have Jacqueline Susann in 
common. That does it! He knows what 
she expects. She is passionella to the 
very end. She doesn’t wait for him to 
lead. She pushes, he stumbles. The next 
thing you know he’s wondering how he 
came to be in her room. She leans over 
him, unzips the back of her dress. Both 
are anxious. Oh my, yes. He’s so anx- 
ious, he doesn’t see the girdle restrain- 
ing fat. She doesn’t see him groping to 
find her without his glasses. They meet 
on the couch, his hands pawing her 
body, only he’s clutching foam and she’s 
gasping for air. They assume a position 
of anxious anticipation. He grunts and 
she groans. They heave in each other’s 
arms. Then her roommate comes home. 
He leaves and smiles and staggers down 
the steps. All he’s got to show for the 
evening is an ache in the groin. He’d 
had a ball but he feels blue. Miss Su- 
sann never told him about regrets. And 
besides, his pants are wet. 

Jacqueline Susann also proves some- 
thing for a world full of slobs who spend 
money on writing course programs and 
filling out coupons that tell you how to 
sell phrases and elliptical clauses for 
big dough. Susann has taken all these 
courses and lumped them into one great 
big unnecessary venture. Hell, if you 
want to write a book, don’t worry about 
whether you can parse a sentence or 
even if you know what parse means. If 
you want to write a rustic comedy, the 
word ‘parse’ can come in mighty handy. 
Like ‘parse the salt’ or ‘parse the pep- 
per,’ or even better, you can make a 
silly parse out of yourself. 

If we say to hell with you Jacqueline 
Susann, it’s because you’re making life 
too easy for most of us. We don’t even 
have to date or dream or shack up for 
real any more. All we do is read Jackie, 
er. Miss Susann and find the best of all 
possible worlds. This is a world where 
oversized males are de rigeur, and ev- 
erything goes. The youth of Amerikah 


should be thankful to J S for making the 
American super dream of'sucspx,' a 
reality. 

The sex pots and the sex plots are al- 
lowed, in this genre, to go on and*on, 
until the writer either falls back ex- 
hausted, runs out of paper, the ribbon 
breaks, the electric typewriter blows a 
fuse or the whole scene turns into a de- 
scription of the ugly vulva. 

But you have to start to wondering. 
Truman Capote spent nearly five years 
doing background research in Kansas 
for ‘In Cold Blood,’ Harrison Salisbury 
spent much time in the Soviet Union do- 
ing research for his book on Russia. 
It would be only natural to expect that 
Jackie, that is Miss Susann, went and 
did, wherever one goes or does to find 
out about ‘gay parties, sordid deals and 
the lavish living’ that goes on in The 
Love Machine. 

J. Susann’s books, and you have to 
call them that, especially the last two, 
are compelling, readable and magneti- 
cally impelling. So what else is new? 
The fault isn’t with the Susann who 
got a typewriter moving in some eclectic 
manner, picking up the letters of the 
alphabet and arranging them in se- 
quences of phonetic intelligibility until 
it ends up as $6.95 to us. No, the fault, 
dear citizens, lies, or lays, depending on 
the misuse of the tense, with everyone 
willing to plunk down the bread for the 
list or discounted price. 

Miss Susann doesn’t corrupt with her 
talents. “Talents,” now that’s a word, 
something like a “brand-new scientific 
discovery being promoted on televi- 
sion that turns out to be a hemmor- 
rhoid suppository. But such talents 
are grossing her more dollars than some 
major cities have as welfare budgets. 
And why not? She’s earned it. 

Miss J. has even loused things up for 
the swinging chicks. Let’s take one, for 
example, who wouldn’t be caught dead 
with a Susann book— in public. Pri- 
vately she treats it as a combination 
Ananga Ranga and Kama Sutra. And so 




TO HELL WITH 
JACQUELINE 
SUSANN 


BY FRED SHANNON 
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Underneath the surface of her 
success is an American public 
waiting to be shafted — again? 
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she can’t wait to get this ballin jack 
up to her pad. He knows what he’s 
there for, obviously. But he’s not pre- 
pared— obviously— to have her lay the 
book on the table and use the pages as 
a handy reference guide while they’re 
having a sexual go at it. 

The scene could go something like 
this. 

He: Baby it’s late and what the hell 
are you doing standing. 

She; Tell me I could be a star — your 
star. 

He: You’ve been inhaling too much 
grass, baby. 

She: Tell me you want me like nothing 
else, like no one else. Push me down. 
Make my face, my mouth, want every 
part of you. 

He: It’s all there doll, help yourself. 
I’m a living cafeteria. 

She; Sneak up on me. Lick me, love 
me! 

He: Yeh, now that’s it. 

She: First you chase me. 

He: Chase you, hell. What are you 
some kind of nut? 

She: Don’t you want me? 

He: Listen bird, there’s a dozen more 
waiting. You ain’t gonna ball, I’ve had it. 

HE EXITS . . . she can’t believe it . . . 
she takes a good look. 

So she bums her copy of The Love 
Machine’ and cries herself to sleep, the 
last words on her lips a cUrse to Jacque- 
line Susann. That’s not the way it hap- 
pens in J.S.’s book. 

So what does happen? 

Well, instead of art imitating life, the 
Susann ‘literary’ technique is to make 
art appear as if it might really occur in 
life. When this is read by the impres- 
sionable the funny and tragic scene just 
recorded will occur. 

But it just isn’t true baby! Some guys 
can never be a love machine and some 
girls can never be oiled enough. 

The Susann syndrome has been to 
take the sexually impotent and give 
them fantasies of potency beyond their 
wildest dreams. In the final analysis, 
however, it makes for wet beds, wet 
dreams, and little else. And a lot of girls 
who ordinarily would be doing “it,” are 
now writing about doing “it.” 

So to hell with you Miss Susann for 
making every illiterate female a poten- 
tial writer, for instilling hope into the 
hearts and minds of the most inarticu- 
late of them. 

We say to hell with you J.S. because 
in the bibliography of successful women 
writers, Jacqueline Susann will go down 
alongside George Eliot and George 
Sand. In the bibliography of liberators 
of womanhood, Jacqueline Susann will 
be marked alongside such female bene- 
factors as Susan B. Anthony and Andy 
Warhohl. 

We say “To hell with you Jackie Sus- 
ann, ” for in two massive written efforts. 


you’ve condemned the sexual freedom 
of the hippies and yippies to the back- 
rooms of Puritanism. Never again can a 
youth in revolt be dirty and unkempt 
and say that his dirt is equated with 
sexual freedom. Jackie Susann, you’ve 
done it all. You’ve made fellatio and 
cunnilingual inclinations to be more de- 
sirable than the boring uniqueness of 
face to face, chest to breast, groin to 
groin contact. 

If you think that making readers out of 
people who have never even bothered 
to read the warning notes on a pack ot 
cigarettes is beneficial, that’s wrong. 
What Miss Susann has done is get people 
who bought books only because the 
cover colors matched the decor of their 
rooms, to open them. Bug-eyed girls are 
really reading. The fact that the plot 
structures have been part of the true 
romance’ field since the time Jacqueline 
S. was around in rompers is unim- 
portant. But they never had her pro- 
motional know-how or the professional 
assistance she’s been fortunate to hang 
on to. 

So to hell with you Jacqueline Susann, 
for upsetting the whole pushcart of in- 
tellect. You’ve made typewriting an art, 
and have probably done more to support 
the story that, if you sat a monkey at a 
typewriter and let him loose, after 
enough random typing, he’d come up 
with a masterpiece. 

Now all this is not to say that you 
haven’t done any good, Jacqueline Sus- 
ann. God, if there were no such person, 
you would have to be invented. You’ve 
made every one of us who can’t get any- 
where near the amount of money you’re 
getting a literary expert. 


What Grace Metalious started in Pey- 
ton Place you’ve carried on in her no- 
blest tradition. Someday there will be 
established the first Metalious Award or 
the Helen Gurley Brown book award for 
the woman who has done more to make 
unmarried girls forget there are more of 
them than men. 

So to hell with you Jackie Susann 
for destroying the ground rules for male- 
female attack. Here you’ve gone and 
made masturbation popular. No more 
willy-nilly virgin urgin’ and having to 
count the days on the calendar, and 
slowly diminish the time in between 
one-to-one excursions into pleasure. 
You’ve done it all with nearly seven 
bucks’ worth of words. 

To hell with you Jackie Susann, from 
Syntex and the laboratories that are 
turning out oral contraceptives. You’ve 
made them as necessary as agar agar to 
a Mexican. Jackie, your runaway best 
sellers have made the great and popular 
works obsolescent. You’ve destroyed a 
thousand years of language, two thou- 
sand years of superlatives in just^wenty- 
four months. To hell with you Jackie 
Susann for making the words we use' ar- 
chaic reminders of those times when 
people wanted to communicate ideas. 

Jackie Susann, if one may be familiar, / 
out of respect for what you have done 
for us all, you have turned, thick eye- 
glassed, overfed and under-sexed fe- 
males into readers of something else be- 
sides perfume and dildo ads. 

A girl, even the kind who doesn’t 
like boys, who has read a book like the 
‘Love Machine,’ realizes for the first J 

Q. 

[continued on page 601 o 
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tMara 

(J^acbeth 


Her highland blood lines smack 
of heather and the cool com- 
fort and awesomeness of the 
moors. Independent Mara. Sar- 
donic when she needs be. 
Sweet and supplicating when 
she has to be. She has a 
heritage of trust without sub- 
mission, consent when she 
isn't conned. Anyone ready to 
ir go with Mara on a highland 
t fling? 

< ^ 
u 
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A serious student of theatre, AAoro studies her part well. 
Good at sight reading, she's equally adept at improvising. 
Moody, meditating, meandering when you wont her to con- 
centrate, Mara is a mixture of the modern and the classical, 
the romantic and the baroque, the essences and the subtle 
flavors that make you look back, turn around, even believe 
in the Loch Ness monster. Believe in More — that’s more be- c 
lievable. Hoot mon! ^ 

< 
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FANTASTICALLY EXCITING VIBRATING SENSATION 



VIBRATOR 


BATTERIES 
NOT INCLUDED 

FIRM UP YOUR MEASUREMENTS • RELIEVE TENSION 
• NEW RELAXATION • THE EXCITING NEW BODY 
VIBRATOR IS LIKE HAVING A PERSONAL MASSEUR 
IN YOUR HOME. THIS STIMULATING, VIBRATING 
BEAUTY WAND WILL DELIVER DEEP PENETRATING 
RELIEF TO YOUR BODY NEVER BEFORE EXPERIENCED. 
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THIGHS, TUMMY, WHEREVER YOU WANT. EXCEL- 
LENT FOR FACIAL CARE OR JUST PLAIN RELAXA- 
TION. SEVEN INCHES LONG, CAN BE CARRIED AND 
USED ANY TIME, ANY PLACE. IT IS OPERATED BY 
BATTERIES AND COMPLETELY SAFE. SEND FOR YOUR 
PERSONAL BODY MASSA GER TODAY AND ENJOY A 
FIRMER HAPPIER BODY. 

I Enclose $5.00 (plus 25< handling] and send lo: 

j M. D. INDUSTRIES. Dept. CV-8 

I Box 464, East Orange, N. J. 07017 
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sinful provocatio 
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to moke even the French 
blush with pleasure. Just 
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THE SEX MACHINES 
[continued from page 25] 

would break his stranglehold in seconds. 

Blindly, awkwardly, he pirouetted, 
holding Looahn-Seven close with aching 
arms and fingers, sliding himself around 
behind her. Then and only then, did 
he open his eyes — and saw what he 
had desperately hoped to see. 

Howling with passion-frenzied rage, 
Carl contorted and twisted in an incred- 
ible, psychotic dance, his huge hands 
tearing at his clothing, ripping at his 
own flesh. The full force of Looahn- 
Seven’s blazing eyes had taken the 
giant Altarian squarely. 

And the disrupter lay discarded on 
the deck. 

Tensing, Starr threw his full weight 
against Looahn-Seven, hurling her for- 
ward in a sprawling heap, and, as part 
of the same motion, launched himself 
into a diving roll toward the disrupter. 
He hit shoulder-first, scooped the wea- 
pon from the deck, and came up with 
it’s firing-stud depressed. The invisible 
beam caught both Carl and Looahn- 
Seven in its fanning, widening pulse. 
The giant Altairian froze, arching 
stiffly. Then a violent shudder wracked 
him. and the shreds of his clothing, 
and the hair of his face and body burst 
into flame. He collapsed in a slag-heap 
of still cooking flesh and bones. 

Looahn-Seven had been halfway to 
her feet when the beam had hit her, 
but her steel bones and plastic flesh, 
impervious to the sonic heat, were in- 
tact. Her inner circuits obviously fused, 
she squatted now, one knee to the deck, 
a burnished statue of a runner, ready 
for the starting gun. 

Starr leaped to his feet and vaulted 
into the pilot’s chair. With swift, fluid 
motions, he hit the outer air-lock door 
control, fired the impulse drive, and 
kicked on the rear-view tele-screen, and 
saw the android ship still in orbit, its 
line of drifting figures waving in the 
black of space like a .severed rope. Even 
if they pursued him — and he warmly 
hoped they would — he had the precious 
headstart that he needed. Whether they 
pursued or not, Altairian Patrol Cruis- 
ers would soon take care of them. 

He slumped back in his seat and ex- 
haled slowly. Then, oddly, a line from 
Cervantes came to him, and he began to 
giggle nervously. 

“Love,” the ancient writer had said, 
“is a power too strong to be overcome 
by anything but flight.” 

What the hell had Cervantes known 
about erobots, he wondered. And his 
nervous giggle exploded into giddy 
laughter. • 
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JACKIE SUSANN 
[continued from page 57] 

time, that there might be another kind 
of life. Let’s take the case of two shacked 
up chicks. 

Like one evenirg these two dykes 
were walking north on Lexington Ave- 
nue, arm in arm. The butch had a crew 
cut and a hawk nose. Her 'doll was 
swinging her breasts and her hips and 
wasting all of what she was swinging. 
The butch carries a copy of ‘Myra Breck- 
enridge' under her arm and the other 
girl ‘The Love Machine,’ hidden under a 
copy of The Well of Loneliness.’ The 
butch heads them home and right into 
bed where she fondles and pets her bird 
in the best ‘Sister George’ manner. The 
young one leans back, closes her eyes 
and wonders if, maybe, after all, there’s 
something to the difference between 
male and female. While the old butch is 
licking her wounds, young one closes her 
eyes and imagines that some ‘Robin' is 
bobbin up inside her. It’s enough to 
make her flesh crawl. She gasps and 
groans. The butch is elated. She really 
thinks she’s got her old form back. But 
when she crawls over the girl and finds 
a copy of ‘The Love Machine’ hidden 
under the pillow, they have the damned- 
est fight. The old crow throws the young 
one out, puts her on the street with 
no visible means of support. Just be- 
cause, for the first time in her life the 
young girl read a book. Well meaning 
Jacqueline Susann had told her there 
was another, if not better, way of life. 

So she walks the streets to this day, 
blacklisted by the bull dykes and ig- 
nored by the guys whom she had turned 
away in an earlier stupid era. She roams 
about from city to city looking for a guy 
— any guy— willing to give her another 
chance. At the fade out, the auto horns 
and shrieks of cars seem to be saying 
‘t-o h-e-1-1 w-i-t-h y-o-u J-a-c-q-u-e-l-i-n-e 
S-u-s-a-n-n.' 

Strange thing, though — every time 
someone raps Jacqueline Susann the 
writer— or raps the reviewers who take 
the time to treat her books seriously, 
she gains. Just as much as she is gaining 
from this article, not so much about her, 
as about the people who go out and 
spend the dough to buy her books or see 
the movies upon which her efforts (?) 
are based. 

It's easier to blame a Gore \’idal or a 
Wm. Buckley (if blame is the right word) 
or anyone of the pundits of real and 
imaginar>- intelligence who go about 
suggesting what course the country 
should take. But how do you blame Miss 
Susann for bringing back good, white 
filth. ‘White filth' is about the best term 
to use. White filth is to black filth what 
black magic is to white magic. One is 
evil and has no good purpose, the other 
is magic for man kind's benefit. 


The only outcries against Jackie Sus- 
ann are, for the most part, directed 
against what passes for her writing abil- 
ity. At best, that’s a subjective judgment. 
It stands to reason, if she’s communi- 
cating with words (no matter who wrote 
them) then some sort of purpose is 
served. 

Sexual impotence and sexual diver- 
tissements have made writers success- 
ful long before J. Susann, although it is 
doubtful that even Harold Robbins rose 
to such financial peaks in so short a 
time. And he had the dubious advan- 
tage of having a literary talent. 

Still there may be some who have 
nev'er heard a four letter word used 
in anger or know what girls do in the 
john, or how they have affairs with men, 
and where men go to have affairs with 
women, or with men. There may be 
some who never read Mary McCarthy 
(who can write) and are convinced that 
Jackie Susann is the most exciting 
woman since the Katzenjammer kids' 
mother pushed the captain out of the 
house. 

Somewhere there is someone who 
never heard of Tilly and Mac or spent 
his youth holding those transluscent 
pieces of paper up to the burlesque 
house lights. 

For all of those, and your name is 
legion, bless Jacqueline Susann. 

If we say to hell with Jacqueline Sus- 
ann, it is said out of a kind of resigna- 
tion and discovery— much like the kid 
in The Neic Yorker cartoon of some 
years ago, who was eating, and stops 
after the first mouthful to look up at 
liis mother, and say with the same kind 
of wonderment every young man must 
make, hopefully sooner than later, “I 
say it’s spinach. And I say to hell with 
it." 

Now Miss Susann has paginated an- 
other kind of immortality, to be recog- 
nized by the simple of mind, the pure 
of heart and the most licentiously snoopy 
since that judge went to attend an off- 
Broadway performance ol Che to be 
sure the suggestions of copulation and 
sodomy were as claimed by the police. 

Perhaps the only book worse than 


Susann’s latest ever to be published in 
modem times* was Keefe Braselle’s. 

But .somehow Brasselle never came 
across as Susann’s candid pictures of 
sex, seduction and low-society. 

In spite of the best intenlioned com- 
ments of even her kindest critics, the 
country needs more Jacqueline Susanns. 

We are better off. going back to the 
wildly innocent days of the twenties 
and F. Scott Fitzgerald when to call a 
man a ‘nigger’ or to be anti-Semitic was 
socially acceptable, and drunken orgies 
by White Protestants could be reveled 
in by F. Scott and Hemingway. Or may- 
be into the thirties when it became less 
popular to use racial epithets, at least 
in the North, or the early days of the 
forties when soldiering was heroic, and 
we were about to save the world for 
democracy— for the 2nd time in twenty- 
five years. 

But in this late era of the sixties— of 
moon probes and pubic hair being shown 
in popular films, Jacqueline Susann is 
really dated. She has all the sexual ap- 
peal of the Brontes and Jane Austen 
and Emily Dickenson. Jacqueline has 
the same appeal of those virginal, sup- 
pressed readers of the true stories and 
confession magazines. While Vanessa 
Redgrave makes a case for herself for 
having a child out of wedlock and John 
Lennon beds with his Yoko from Am- 
sterdam to Canada, Jacqueline Susann’s 
sex begins to appear dull and strangely 
sterile. 

J. S. is symptomatic of the American 
adoration of heroines. Some months 
ago she was on the Long John Nebel 
radio show, broadcasting out of NBC, 
New York. A telephone caller wanted 
to speak to ‘Jackie.’ “That's Miss Susann 
to you,” Nebel berated the caller. So 
much for success. From “actress ’ to 
“Miss Susann ” is a damn good accom- 
plishment for a woman of letters. 

Liza Minelli innocently asked Truman 
Capote why Jacqueline Susann’s book 
was considered ‘best of its type.' The 
author of /n Cold Blood allowed that 
was the same as comparing it to Ivory 
Soap. And comic Dick Cavett quickly ^ 
added that, at least one of them could ^ 
keep you clean. • u 
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GUNTER GRASS 


SPEAK OUT! 


COMMENTARII 


MOVIE 

Just when you thought 
there was nothing that 
hadn't been done on 
film along comes 
Age of Consent, 
a Columbia Pictures 
Release, starring 
James Mason 
Mason plays, with his 
usual masterful restraint, 
an alimony paying Aus- 
tralian who decides to 
return home to enjoy 
fun and games at the 
races and in bed. But 
the plus comes about 
when Masim. living on a 
small off-shore island in- 
habited by the pubes- 
cent Cora, played by 
Helen Mirren and her 
alcoholic grandmother 
and man-hunting Isa- 
bel Marley. Between div- 
ing for shellfish Cora 
poses in the nude for 
Mason. All goes sexu- 
ally and sensually well 
until Mason's buddy 
Nat Kelly joins them. 
Here comes the bigscene 
in which the director 
and writer have outdone 
themselves. For the first 
time on the screen, here, 
there or anywhere, there 
is a sexy, sensual, grip- 
ping love-scene between 
male and female— dogs. 
It all comes about when 
Kelly is swimming bare 
in the surf and his dog 
and Isabel Marley s dog 
J come together. Sugges- 
0 . live of whatever else he 
5 has in mind. Kelly has to 


separate the clutched 
dogs in front of the 
heaving, panting, why- 
does- it- always - happen- 
to-someone-else' Miss 
Marley. 

Isabel, and it doesn’t 
take her long to get the 
idea, pursues Kelly with 
rape in mind. Kelly goes 
after Cora. The grand- 
mother goes after 
Mason for seducing her 
granddaughter, who is 
under the age of con- 
sent. 

Mason, who has had a 
lot of experience in 
‘Georgy Girl' and ‘Lo- 
lita' handles his role 
wit h all the delicacyiand 
lac t due from a man 
who has no compunc- 
tions about sleeping 
with an adolescent. The 
performances are all 
good to excellent. The 
scenery is great for the 
outward bound travel- 
er. And there's enough 
nudity to warrant con- 
tinual looking, or peek- 
ing. 

The plot gets inter- 
involved. but it really 
isn't that complicated, 
norshould it be. There's 
nothing profound, ex- 
cept maybe the death of 
the grandmother, who 
falls off a cliff. But 
that only proves that 
virtue and justice don't 
necessarily triumph, ex- 
cept in the making of 
‘Age of Innocence.' 


BOOKS 

W hat the world needs 
to set everything in 
balance is a good Ger- 
man. There’s been one 
around, ever since Gun- 
ter Grass translated 
German martial music 
in terms of love, death 
and war. and explained, 
but not justified, ’we 
only did as we were 
told.’ The particular 
relevance of this new 
small book to what's 
happening in the unir 
versities and campuses 
all over the country is 
borne out in Grass' 
comment. ‘The citizen’s 
first duty is unrest. Here 
in this country (Ger- 
many) only disobedi- 
ence can save democ- 
racy." 

1 1 is probably no acci- 
dent that the heritage 
that is Grass' cannot let 
him do anything but 
sound as a German 
seemingly must, in: 


RECORDS 

“Respect, that’s what 
the world needs, re- 
spect.” Twenty-seven- 
year old Frank Zappa, 
chief mother of The 
Mothers of Invention 
says, “I'm interested in 
gaining an audience's 
respect!" And what bet- 
ter way than to grunt, 
grin, gesticulate and 
gyrate with a mad eroti- 
cism so as to make a 
Mothers concert a com- 
bination revolutionary 
revival meeting with all 
the sounds of satiri- 
cal satyriasists. The 
novelty of it all, is 
that they are good mu- 
sicians. 

Zappa directs the 
group with assorted sig- 
nals and crotch grab- 
bing, often inviting the 
audience to participate 
in a sort of hypnotic, 
mass satire of the whole 
formal structure from 
Madison Avenue to 
Washington,, across the 
country and back. 

Back of it all is an 
intense melange of 
sounds, not the least of 
which is the very expert 
Zappa guitar plus, 
among the nine, a couple 
of fine saxophones, pi- 
ano and bass. The Moth- 
ers parody rock 'n' roll, 
rhythm and blues; they 
parody themselves. 
They go after the whole 
mass of unwashed who 
go after everyone. Zappa 


Speak Out! 
by Gunter Grass. 
Harcourt, Brace & 
World. S4.95 
Grass puts all his ef- 
forts into supporting 
democracy, rejecting at 
one and the same time 
the anti and pro Commu- 
nists. He suggests that 
man’s ability to reason 
will be his salvation, but 
no matter how much 
Grass protests that “ap- 
peals to reason are but 
flickerings on a TV 
set," his liberal mind is 
conditioned by the Ger- 
man mind. No matter 
how admirable his 
statements may seem, 
they are absolutes in 
the manner of the abso- 
lutism he deplores. He 
opposes revolutionaries 
who will not make any 
accommodation. Here 
the analogy with stu- 
dents is apparent. Grass 
claims that those rebels 


and the Mothers have 
been called freaks— and 
maybe they are. in the 
sense that in an age 
when it's damn near im- 
possible to be differ- 
ent. they’re tryin’, they're 
tryin’. The Mothers have 
been banned from radio 
stations with their less 
than subtle comments 
on the current scene. 
Even the title of a past 
album, purportedly by 
Ruben and the Jets was 
an undisguised thumb 
nosing at the institution- 
al structure. 

If the world is gro- 
tesque, Zappa wants to 
make you never forget 
it. He looks unkempt, 
unshaven, and very 
much in demand by the 
sub-teens, new teens 
and some over thirty. 
The Mothers had an al- 
bum “We’re Only In It 
for the Money” which is 
only partially literally 
true. Zappa knows how 
to play the pied-piper for 
the aficionados, bring- 
ing. in his own words, 
classical concepts to 
rock arrangements. 

This artistry is evident 
in their latest release 
Uncle Meat — 
Bizarre 2Ms-2024 

The music is from 
“The Mothers movie of 
the same name" which 
we haven’t got enough 
money to finish yet." 
The pieces are disparate. 


who identify with the 
late Che Gueverra do so 
only for aesthetic rea- 
sons. Grass, on the home 
front, wants a unified 
and unarmed Germany. 
If this makes Grass a lib- 
eral. then some Ameri- 
cans who wanted to cut 
up Germany after 
World War II were fas- 
cists. If Grass can recon- 
cile himself to a divided 
Germany, he might do 
more to help keep the 
peace. 

But there is a lesson 
in this book for those 
who like to use terms 
such as ‘democracy’ and 
‘communism' and ‘fas- 
cism' as if their use 
had one absolute mean- 
ing. If Grass is a good 
German, and he may 
very well be, heaven 
help us from the ones in 
Bonn who still have rem- 
nants of their Nazi past 
affixed io their tailcoats. 


seemingly without rele- 
vance. unless you think 
of them all as self- 
contained in the one al- 
bum. There is an im- 
pressionistic dissonance 
that implies a relevance 
to the old and mostly, 
of course the modem. 
The 'ancient' music of 
the past decade is sati- 
rized and, just when you 
think it is some sort of 
a musical put on. you 
hear a melody reminis- 
cent of Berlin and Kate 
Smith. You know it is 
a put on. 

What it all adds up to, 
the short pieces and the 
long, is a blow at the 
structured .society, the 
values which are mak- 
ing plastic jet molds of 
us all. The Mothers put 
it all down with ‘Cruis- 
ing for Burger' or with 
Christine’s monologue 
likening the world of 
show biz to an itchy 
case of the crabs— with 
possibly the Mothers the 
musical campho-phe- 
nique. However, it 
makes a good album. 

Should you dismiss 
“Uncle Meat' as one 
great big put down, or 
on, or up. Zappa has 
been lecturing on both 
coasts, from the New 
School in New York 
City to UCLA at some- 
thing over $1,000 per 
lecture, which is not 
plastic at all. 
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BARBARA 

and 


JAN 


The 

Double-Dating 

Sisters 


"The nerve of those guys," Barbara said to Jan. "We let them see the best part— er, side— of us all 
evening long and we still come home hungry." Said Jan to Barbara, "But you must admit they were 
good talkers and intellectually stimulating." "That kind of excitement, Jan," Barbara smirked at her 
sister, "I can find in a library. Incidentally, do you think they were trying to tell us something when 
they said if we wanted to eat we'd have to cook it ourselves?" "Well dear," Jan pouted, "it should be 
food for thought. After all, we didn’t have to stay together, oil the time!" 



cc 
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Remember how nice and comfortabte we mode them feel, the heels. My guy got so excited he spilled his drinks. And when 
you offered to press his pants, Jan , . . Well, I can't understand why he didn’t give them to you. Was he just bashful? Or, 
do you think we came on too strong?" 





"Bashful or not, they were lots of fun. Just wonder what we did that scared them away?" "Maybe," Jan who was younger 
but wiser, answered, "maybe it was something that we didn't do!" "Well," Barbara replied, "if they don't come back, they'll 
never know what they’re missing . . . 


tomorrow is artother night! 
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Always the outdoor girl, sweet Susan — a flower in her own right — spent years growing 
rare tea geraniums. So much tike her are these pink flowers with fragrant, lobed leaves, 
they almost describe our Sue. However, S.S. likes all things that grow and develop — 
plant, animal — and especially man. So, if you are o man and want to spend a pleasant 
moment or two, drop in and take a peek at Susan's flower bed— you won't be sorry 
you did. 





Susan obviously doesn't spend all her time in the hot house— although the 
men who know her will tell you that she radiates a heat all her own. So, 
between botany and boys Susan is kept well occupied — ond derives a great 
deal of pleasure from each. 
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SWING WITH ME 
[continued from page 37] 

“IT! bet. You don’t approve of me, do 
you?” 

“Oh, hell,” he said. What was the use 
in fooling around. “You’re reading the 
inside of your forehead,” he told her. 

“A way with words, yet.” She tilted 
her head, and those blue eyes were 
watchful. “Mr. Richards, I want you to 
lock up, and come with me. Something 
I want you to do.” 

“Now?” 

“Not later.” 

“You checked with Mr. Martine?” 

“This is important,” she said. Let’s 
go.” 

They left the shop and walked aroimd 
to where her white Lincoln Continental 
was parked off the highway. He was 
deeply conscious of her. She stepped 
gingerly, the eyes slanting, the damp 
lips a red pout, that full, beautiful body 
an exasperation. 

She drove fast as hell, over onto Al- 
ternate 19, and headed north. Her 
thighs were long and lush, the tight 
crimp of the black bikini little more 
than a shadow. 

“You’re quite a guy, Mr, Richards.” 

He was silent. 

“Don’t you have a tongue?” she asked. 
She turned her head, stuck her pink 
tongue out to show him. 

“Where we going?” he asked. 

“You’ll see.” 

They passed everything in sight, sped 
across a causeway, turned down a wind- 
ing road between large homes, chest 
high walls, manicured green lawns. 

“Here we are,” she said, whirling into 
a gravel drive between black iron gate 
posts. They sped toward an immense, 
white colonial-style house, and she 
braked the car at the entrance. “C’mon, 
Mr. Richards.” 

He sensed something strangely eager 
in her now. 

Inside, it was like a church, cool, fresh 
smelling. 

“Upstairs, Mr. Richards.” There was 
a little catch in her voice. He tagged 
her up the winding stairs, eyeing the 
movement of her body. 

They came down a thickly carpeted 
hall, and she paused by a closed door. 

“Prepare yourself,” she whispered. 

They stepped inside. 

Abruptly, Jim Richards saw himself 
everywhere he looked. It was a large 
room, covered wall and ceiling with 
pink mirrors. A gigantic circular bed, 
decorated with a crimson spread was 
against the near wall. Mirrors were on 
every surface, except the far wall where 
there hung a large oil painting of a 
nude man and woman. 

“Well?” she said, closing the door. 
“You sure are close-mouthed.” 

“You didn’t have to bring me here, 
Mrs. Martine.” 
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“But I wanted to. Can’t you tell?” 

“All right.” 

“You say all right to everything?” 

“It depends.” 

She gave a throaty chuckle, moved up 
close, laid one thigh against his leg, and 
said, “1 want you to love me. How about 
that?” 

He grinned at her. “I should be at the 
shop. Suppose your husband drops by?” 

“I don’t give a damn.” 

“You always do this to him?” 

“No, this is the first time.” 

She moved closer, put one arm around 
his neck, and kissed him on the mouth. 
She leaned into it, then drew away, 
“C’mon,” she said. “There’s nobody 
here.” 

He could see their reflections in the 
pink mirrors. He looked at her, grin- 
ning. She was out to get what she was 
certain she could have. She worked all 
day long, running to dog shows, cat 
shows, gin teas, cocktail mauls. Jose 
was becoming tiresome, and her natural 
vibrance excused her suddenly wanton 
eagerness. 

He suddenly didn’t give a damn. He 
knew she' didn’t. 

He reached for her, and kissed her. 
She gave a sigh and slipped her tongue 
into his mouth, moving her legs slightly 
apart. The straw purse struck the floor. 

“Strip me,” she breathed. 

He begaii peeling off that black bikini, 
his knuckles digging into the soft, lush, 
scented flesh. When she was naked, he 
marveled at that body. She was panting, 
now, her large breasts undulant, the pro- 
vocative curve of her hips an eager 
promise. 

She writhed against him with a wild 
concern, an avidity so sexual he was 
immediately swamped. She thrust 
against him, working her hips. 

“Oh, Jim,” she whispered. 

Pulling him over to the bed, she 
sprawled down on the crimson spread. 
Immediately very soft music began play- 
ing, and he realized the mattress held 
a switch. He heard a gentle humming. 
As he stretched out beside her, long, 
nervous, silver-tipped fingers tore and 
twisted at his belt, quickly unzipped his 
pants. “Do it good— I can’t wait — do it 
fast,” she said. 

Naked, they came together, rubbing, 
cleaving in abrupt, wild passion. Her 
hands were all over him, seeking. Her 
mouth sucked his throat, her tongue 
darling, and she moaned deep down, 
and there was an untame, curiously 
frightened look in those slanted blue 
eyes. 

Jim Richards loved her the way she 
obviously wanted, needed. The lush 
mattress oozed beneath their furious 
bodies, and he had never had a woman 
so crazy for love. Little throaty moans 
began coming from her, her eyes rolling 
in her head, and then she began to 
[continued on page 7 1 1 
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SWING WITH ME 
[continued from oage 69] 
squeal, digging fingernails into his back. 
Suddenly, she burst into uncontrollable 
laughter, those eyes streaming tears, 
panting, saying, “You bastard— you bas- 
tard, love me good— oh, you wonderful 
big bastard— you’re a stallion — don’t 
stop!” 

Everything about her collapsed except 
her hips. They still pressed, as if search- 
ing for a last twinge of ecstasy, and then 
suddenly she fell back with a satiated 
groan. 

She stared at him, and he could actu- 
ally see the slow, lazy return of that nat- 
ural disdain. He marveled at it. At first 
he could not believe it, but then it was 
obvious. The only thing was, she was 
forcing it. 

She knelt on the bed, still eyeing him, 
then climbed off the bed and looked 
down at him. 

“Thanks,” she said. 

“Think nothing of it.” 

He didn’t tr>’ to figure her. It had 
been too good. She was everything she'd 
promised, and more. He would not for- 
get her. 

She moved, picked up the flimsy bi- 
kini, dressed quickly, ran fingers through 
that thick wealth of hair, rubbed her 
thigh with the palm of one hand. 

“All through, now?’’ he asked. 

She lifted her chin. "You're very 
good.” 

“So are you.” 

“I’d rather you'd forget it.” All the 
cool quality had returned now. She was 
a poised, aloof woman. 

“Baby," he said. "You slay me. Really. 
You came and got me, brought me here, 
begging for it — ” 

“Stop!” 

“You practically raped me—” 

“Stop, I tell you!” 

“You loved every blessed minute, and 
you won't even admit it to yourself.” 

She gave a little toss of that beauti- 
ful head. 

He got off the bed, reached out and 
grabbed her arm. 

“You want it again?” he asked. “That 
what's the matter?” 

She began to weep, silently, stand- 
ing there. Fat tears worked from her 
eyes, and she watched him through a 
mist. 

He let go her arm. 

Her voice was suddenly soft. “When 1 
said thanks,’ I really meant it.” She cov- 
ered her mouth with her hand, then took 
her hand aw'ay, and smiled. “Honest, 
Jim— you’re the best.” She paused. 
“Come with me.” She took his hand, 
tugged. 

They moved to the mirrored far w’all. 
She pressed a button and the mirrors 
folded back, revealing a shadowed, 
small room. 

“Inside, Jim.” 

[continued on page 7 2] 
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(Omm, Super 8, Color, B&W, Extra Lengtli) 

The greatest entertainment movies ever pro- 
duced for the eclectically inclined urban male 
(who appreciates unadorned feminine beauty} 
are available now — along with 3Smm and 
3-D slides. Satisfaction guaranteed. Write to: 

INTERCONTINENTAL DISTRIBUTING CO. 

F.O. Box 2149 Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


UDCommon 
PHOTOS 


All types available women & • 
men, also groups. Sample set and • 
excitingly illustrated catalog * 
$2.00 Swingers only (21 & over) « 
Write to . . • 

HI-LITE Dept.1475 • 
-^234 5 th ave. N.Y.. N;y. 10001 J 


^-jMagaiSnes-^ 

from 

DENMARK 


Imported from DENMARK. The kind 
that are not published in this coun- 
try. Not nudist, but intimately posed 
m-door photos completely un-re- 
touched, and from the country where 
censorshjp is un-known. Sample 
magazine and ILLUSTRATED BRO- 
CHURE $3.00. ADULTS ONLY! 

Dansk Sales Dept# 1475 

234 5th Ave, New York, N.Y. 10001 



7T976 LONG LINE 


#977 SHORT LINE 


Lycra Power Knit support briefs that stretch with you, 
breath with you. “Magic-Grip" power panels trim Inches 
& give solid masculine support. Sizes S (28-32), Med. (33- 
36), Lg. (37-40), XL (41-44), . 

Order «976 LONG or #977 SHORT EdCll $6.99 

For C.O.D, 

RUSH ME THE FOLLOWIN6: #976 □ #977 □ 

Add 50c for mailing. Enclosed Is $ 

REGENCY SQUARE Suite X6224 

^^M^^J^^fighlandj^^foM^wood^^Colif^OW^^ 



have all types of 
‘privately" printed mag- 
azines . . . For per- 
• EX- 
FER- 

ENT imported Scan- 
dinavian imports and 
"selected" domestic 
publications that can- 
not be bought else- 
where ! ! ! N»uraily il- 
lustrated catalog 25 4 
Adults only. 


HAMILTON HOUSE, Dept 1475 
234 Fifth Ave. N.Y., N.Y. 10001 


] Brings you 

THREE BOLD OARING 

ADULT BOOKS 

over 500 pages 
• SWAPPING SAMPLES 
< ANAL EROTICISM -ORAL LOVE 

also receive free 
Adult Biwks & Film Brochures 


PRIVATE COLLECTORS dept, cio ’ 

P.O. Box 46608, Los Angeles, Calif. 90046 


SWING WITH ME 
{continued from page 71] 

She lit a light. He saw a movie camera 
fastened to the inside wall. It hummed. 
She turned it off. It had obviously been 
taking film of what happened in the 
bedroom, its lens at a sm^l aperture in 
the big oil painting of the nude man and 
woman. 

“Look,” she said. 

She pointed out another slot in the 
wall, through the painting. He pressed 
his eye to it. He saw the entire bed. An 
easy chair stood in the room, just high 
enough for the peep hole. 

“This is Joses real life,” she said, her 
voice flat, 

“You mean, he forces you to . . . ?” 

“Not me, darling. He hires them, 
takes pictures, watches. His kicks, un- 
derstand. He has reels and reels and he 
makes me look at them, nights.” She 
paused. “No. Not me.” She smiled at 
Jim Richards. “I’m special, you see? 
I’m a vase on the mantel, a lamp beside 
a chair, a picture on the wall.” 

“You mean— he can’t — ?” 

“That’s right, Jim. He can’t. A toughie, 
huh?” 

“But the humming. The camera, just 
now.” 

“I took pictures of us, Jim. I’ll have 
something to watch in private, and to 
remember.” Her blue eyes were sudden- 
ly blacker, hot. “Jim,” she said, stepping 
close. She pressed against him. “Oh, 
Jim— please— ” 

It was immediately as strong with 
him as with her. In seconds they were 
half on the easy chair, half on the floor, 
and her body strained, her hips working, 
and she moaned and laughed and cried 
again. It was savage, and it lasted a 
long, groping, thrusting, animal-like 
time, and he knew he would have to 
travel a long way to find the hkes of 
her again. 

She drove him back to the shop on 
Redington, and for a moment he hesi- 
tated before leaving the car. 

“Now you know why I said ‘thanks,’” 
she told him. “I really meant it, Jim 
Richards.” 

He got out. She reached, touched his 
hand, smiled gently. The gleaming Lin- 
coln’s engine furred, and the car drew 
swiftly away. 

The next day he saw her in the car, 
sitting there as Jos^ Martine drove past 
the shop. Jim Richards was out by the 
highway. Jose ignored him, but as the 
car flashed past, her head turned and 
one eye winked. Jose Martine was smok- 
ing a long black cigar. 

Jim Richards never saw her again, be- 
cause two days later he dropped every- 
thing and left for California. On the 
plane, munching a steak, he suddenly 
remembered that he didn't even know 
her first name. 

He shook his head and grinned, sig- 
nalled the pretty blonde stewardess for 
more coffee. Life was hke that. • 
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[continued from page 9] 
his hand. He turned and. nodded. 
Soon he lay beside her. They pro- 
ceeded to drink up. 

“It doesn’t pay to be literary, I 
guess,” he said. 

“What? Oh, that. Schiller. No, 
I’ve become very basic in approach.” 
Brusquely — “Do you like my 

nudes?” 

He looked at the sketches before 
answering. 

“It’s the same chick,” he said. 

“What do you see?” she asked. 

“She’s getting old. Fleshy in a 
Renoir way. There’s something fran- 
tic in her expression. Lips and eyes. 
She seems to be” — he stopped. 

“What?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Tell me.” 

“It’s really nothing. Honest.” 

She waited, thinking he might 
change his mind. “The others 
couldn’t articulate about the 
sketches,” she said finally. 

They finished the glass in si- 
lence, she watching the wine contem- 
platively, he not taking his eyes off 
her. He wanted to talk to her, but 
was stuck for what to say. Once she 
shifted her eyes onto him, but turned 
away. The silence lengthened. They 
drank another quickly. 

She nudged him and made a puff- 
ing gesture with her lips. He found 
the joint and matches by feeling 
along the night table. He lit up, took 
the first drag and handed the joint to 
her. 

They passed it back and forth, tak- 
ing a long suck and letting it fog 
their heads. He did not touch her, 
but he could feel the warmth of her 
thigh against his, smell the expen- 
sive perfume she was wearing, and it 
made him stretch his body lazily in 
pleasant anticipation. She did not 
move, only listened to a ticking clock 
on the night table. Then the phone 
again, jarring her from her smoky 
calm. 

“Parker,” again testing its sound, 
as she talked through the ringing. 

“The artisan,” he said. 

“Artisan. Quite nice. Parker the 
artisan. He makes things.” 

“Damn fine things,” glancing at 
the phone. 

“You’re high, aren’t you, baby?” 

“I suspect I am.” 

“Yoii must be. Regular loquacious 
you are.” 

“I don’t know your name,” he 
said. 

The phone stopped ringing at 
[continued on page 74] 



brown 

BABY 
DOLL... 

A little girl in a big, 
beautiful, voluptuous 
body (40-25-37). with 
skin like liquid honey! 

Come drink your fill. 8 soul 
stirring COLOR pics all shot 
from unusual angles. $3.00 with exciting- 
boldly-illustrated catalog. Only adults 
may write to*«« 


MISS COCOA BROWN 
234 5th AVE. 


RM. 1475 
N.Y..N.Y. 10001 


THE ONLY UNRETOUCHED 
MALE 

m NUDIST 

• Publication of its Kind! 

, § \ SEND $5.00 

Fnr Ynur Cnpy Nnw! 

Sn ff Send S1.no for Full Color 
Brochure (Refundable on 
first nrder) tn: 

WYNGATE & BEYINS, INC. 

Dept. CIO 

6311 Yucca Street, Hollywood, Calif. 90028 
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The kind you can't buy any where else!! ° 
Exciting sample selection $3.00 FREE % 
with order illustrated brochure. <> 

H. I. P. SALES, 234 5th AVE. oept 1475“ 
N.Y.,N.Y. 10001 



Sex Parties of the "Swinging Set" Openly 
Exposed in this New 8mm Motion Picture! 

\V RITTI-S' GVARAS'TEE with each order 
PART 1 200 FT , $20 00 

PART 1 plus PHOTO SET $25.00 

PART 1 & 2 400 FT $30.00 

PART 1 & 2 plus PHOTO SET . . $35.00 

PHOTO SET — 20 GLOSSIES $10.00 

SAMPLE COLOR FILM $ 1.00 

VIEWS, 5332 SUNSET BLVD., DEPT.^P? 

HOLLYWOOD. CALIFORNIA 90027 




INTRODUCTORY^ 
OFFER 


FULL SHOW MOVIES $2.00 

□ □ 

, MAN & WOMAN WOMAN & WOMAN 


WEDEN FILMS • U.S. DELIVERY 

BOX 942. NATIONAL CITY, QAL. 92050 


THIS WOMAIV 
SUBMITTED TO 
A SHOCKIlUG 

SEX TEST 

8MM FILM NOW AVAILABLE FOR QUICK 
SALESl.OO FOR ACTUAL PHOTOS AND 
COMPLETE INFORMATION 269 


LESLIE, P.O. BOX 61. GLENDALE, CALIF. 91209 
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SHARE OUR SCENE 

We're a married couple and 
we know what's happening. 
We offer 

photos our activities. We 
are 30 and 24. Drop us a note 
and send $1.00 for film/ 
BDM&& A uAi samples. Indicate 

DKUliWatVAL your choice. 

6311 Yucca St., Dept. 269 Hollywood, Cal. 90028 


□ □ 

''ON FILM ANd^ 

iNJOY IT! 

COUPLE PLAYS WITH FRIENDS 
AND OTHER COUPLES 

$1.00 FOR 8MM — 25# FOR 4x5 

■ PHOTO 


JIM & LOIS 
5334 SUNSET BLVD., HOLLYWOOD, CA. 90027 


FILM 


For sophisticated -couples & singles everywhere 
who value discretion and confidence: A modern 
club devoted to unusual, exciting correspondence 
with friends whose interests are similar. 
fhek:: Details and List of Sample Ads 
SELECT CLUB 

BOX 889, DEPT 39 CAMDEN. N. J. 



SHARE 1 

.'’l^fli^EXPERIENCES 

^ ¥ 1 P 1 CTU R E S ET $!.□□ 1 

1 IEXPERIENCES Dept. 269j 
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1 FREE SAMPLE PHOTOS OF 
1 COUPLES -IN -ACTION SENT 

■ to all who send us a self-addressed 
1 stamped envelope. Absolutely none sent 

■ to minors. TRAVEL-ARTS, P.O. Box 14110. 
1 Houston, Texas 77021. 



Do You Own 

A Movie Projector 

If You Do 

Just send your name and address to 
Diane & Jean, Box 157v,'p Union City, 
N,J.. and we will write to you personally. 
Must be over 21. 


1 

72 UNCENSORED d .00 
CANOIDPHOTOsl. 


An ORIGINAL collection. UNCENSOREO and 
UNRETOUCHEO. o1 72 wallet size CANDID 
PHOTOS. (f2 leit pf 6 photos) every peiillon 
sharp and clear, as you like them, sent 
prepaid In a sealed envelope upon receipt 
of $1.00. No checks, no C.O.O. orders, no 
samples. Rush your $1.00 today to 
livt WtRi NOVfITIil. P.O. BOX « 
m lest Bseedwav Dept ru .N.T., N.T. 18M2 


GUYS^GALS — 

For information on these movies that cannot 
be described in this issue, send 25c. If you 
would like me to include a special film, 
enclose $1.00. 
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UHCEHSORED! UNRETOUCHED! UNCLOTHED! 

nvpri A A ‘Scx-Sationar and 

over mil revealing action photos 
of Nude Bronze Beauties! 




Belles en 


Co our 


EELLES E 


is ths exciting 
French name for 
the most revealing ' 
nude magazine in 
America today! 

It is 3 nudist photobook that 
goes far beyond the volleyball 
court, the swimming pool, or 
the beach into vivid new re- 
gions that will startle you 
with their daring. Page after 
exciting page, photograph af- 
ter revealing photograph, an 
incredible array of fantastic 
bronzed nudists follow each 
other, each seemingly bent on 
proving that she is truly the 
most completely free, On- 
ashamed and bold nudist ever 
photographed. This is the 
most enticing collection of 
bronze beauties ever to grace 
the pages of a magazine! 72 
pages of glorious color and 
snappy black and white, in- 
cluding an exhilarating full 
color center spread, suitable 
for framing. These beauties 
will daszle and thrill you like 
never before, as they allow 
themselves to be photographed 
from every conceivable angle 
in the freedom and abandon 
of any activity. 
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LINGERIE 

CATALOG 


City state Zip 

EXCLUSIVE MAIL-ORDER OFFER. AVAILABLE ONLY THRU GREENWICH VILLAGE PRESS! 


FUTWIM 


INTIMATE 


the revealing A Intimate apparel 
women wear in the privacy of the 
bedroom. Your personal undress 
fashion show free. Sea exciting 
models in lacy, unusual bras, cling- 
ing see-thru negligees, baby dolls, 
penolres, panties, bikini brief sets 
and more. Everything the se- 
ductive woman wears for the 
man In mind. 

Send today 

for gig Free Cataloa . Just 
rush name, address and 
25C to cover postage A 
handllng:.VOSUE sRon, 

0tptl475234 Fifth Avi., H.V. N.Y. 1MQ1 


.Street. 


GREENWICH VILLAGE BOOKS Dept. CP402 ' 

P.O. Box 222, Cooper Station, NY, NY 10003 
Please rush the following in plain sealed wrapper: 

Q BELLES EN COLOUR: Specify ^ g2](^ only $3 ea. + 50d pp 

Q SPECIAL: Any 2 different issues, #( ) & #( ) — 2 for $5.50 +50<‘ pp 

^ SUPER 
SPECIAL 
^ OFFER 


ALL 4 DIFFERENT ISSUES — only $9.50 + 504 PP 


Q I am over 21 & seriously 
interested in the philosophy of nudism. 

enclosed 
find: 

O cash 
Q check 
Q money 
order 
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[continued from page 73] 
last. 

“My name?” she said, in softer 
voice. “Lorna ... Do you know it’s 
derivation? Lost. The Old English 
word for lost . . . Oh, Christ” — 
glancing at the night table. “That 
clock. I can’t stand that noise. That 
ungodly ticking. Would you, Park- 
ker?” — wagging an index finger at 
the clock. 

“Sure,” he said, getting up. 

He settled on a closet that was 
catty-corner from the bed and left it 
there, between a stack of clean linen 
sheets. Then he stepped back to lis- 
ten. He couldn’t hear a thing. “Well, 
that takes care of . . . ” When he 
turned around, she was naked. 

The covers had been stripped 
back, the powder blue peignoir lay 
crumpled on the floor. Lorna was on 
her back, her head facing th6 wall. 
As he came towards her, she glanced 
at him, only her eyes moving. She 
tried to work the corners of her 
mouth into a smile, but couldn’t. 

He stopped at the night table for a 
drag, inhaled sharply, savored the 
smoke with half-closed lids, then re- 
turned the joint to the ash tray. He 
scratched the bottom of his nose with 
the back of his finger while standing 
and watching her. Her breasts rose 
and 'fell gently with her breathing, 
evenly and expertly. 

She turned her head to look into a 
round, upright mirror, that was on 
the night table tilted forward to 
catch her image. ' Slowly, her lips 
parted: she opened her eyes wider. 
Her expression was mild and atten- 
tive. Then she laughed, quietly, 
scornfully, with a quick release of air 
from her mouth. 

“Higher, baby,” Lorna said, 
pointing to the grass on the table. 

He started to make the smoke but 
she roused herself and insisted she 
would do it. She prepared the paper 
and stuffings, then inserted it into a 
rolled-up matchbook. She glanced at 
him to see if he knew what she was 
doing. 

“Supercharge, Lorna?” 

“Mmmm,” closing her eyes, 
dreamily. 

She took^ the lit cigarette — in- 
serted in the matchbook — and put it 
into her mouth, the burning end 
first. She inhaled, holding the smoke 
in her mouth. Parker, next to her 
now, drew on the joint from the oth- 
er end, just as she blew her smoke 
back into the cigarette, through the 
cylinder and into his lungs. The 
[continued on page 76} 
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Meet Gretchen: The completely life-like and life 
size instant doll you have all heard about but 
could never find. We have now obtained Gretchen 
for the U.S.A. market and she is being offered 
at this extremely low price. 


INFLATABLE • HUMAN-LIKE SOFTNESS 

Gretchen's soft flesh-like vinyl form is inflatable 
and she stands 5' 4" tall. Her soft life-like body 
is moveable and her measurements are 36C, 24. 
36. This is the perfect bachelors companion. The 
ideal gift for any man. No assembly is necessary. 
Just add air and ''PRESTO” you now have a 
life size 5' 4" tall beauty. Both you and your 
friends will be amazed at the life like finish and 
appearance of your new found playmate. 

BACHELORS COMPANION 

She even floats in the water, or she will sit in 
the car as your traveling companion. Her many 
talents and uses are too numerous to mention in 
this ad. so we ll just let your imaginat 
the rest 


DELUXE MODEL 

For you men who* demand perfection we also have 
the deluxe model of Gretchen. She comes com- 
plete with wig. bikini, and other ‘Interesting” 
accessories. Order now on our 10 day free trial 
plan. You must be 100% delighted or your money 
will be refunded. Due to Gretchen's large size 
we must ask for 95c shipping charges to com- 
pensate postage 


0tONO£ Ofi BRUNETTE 





Frankfurt Imports, 
Box 1309^ 

Dept, doo 


Reseda, Calif. 91335 


Gentlemen: Please rush Gretchen to me on a 10 day free trial. 
I understand that I must be 100% satisfied or my money 
will be refunded. 

□ I enclose $9.95 + .95< P-P. Ship doll only. 

□ I enclose $16.95 + .95 ^ P.P. Ship deluxe doll 

with wig, bikini, etc. Circle one — Blonde, Brunette. 

Q Please Rush. I enclose .50^ extra. 


Name 

Address . 
City 


(Calif, residents add 5% Sales Tax.) 


. Zip- 
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BiT ALLER/diy/#/ 

Are you handicapped in your social contacts because of a 
short appearance ... tired of being called shorty! Now, 
at last, you need not suffer this embarrassment any 
longer with the aid of “Liftee" the new amazing HEIGHT 
INCREASE PADS — worn by thousands of smart men and 
women in all walks of life. 

2" TALLER WITH INVISIBLE 
“LIFTEE” HEIGHT PADS 

Simply slip these pads in any pair of shoes. Now 
step into them and add 2 full inches in height. THE 
SAME HEIGHT INCREASE AS EXPENSIVE HEIGHT 
INCREASING SHOES, for a fraction of the cost, to give 
you new poise and self-confidence — 
key to success and romance. No one 
will suspect that you are wear-^ 
ing them. These LIGHT WEIGHT 
FOAM RUBBER AND CUSHION/ 

CORK PADS fit securely without 1 
gluing and interchangeable I 
in any shoes. Scientifically de- I 
signed for real walking comfort \ 
and an aid to better posture. 

Durable and shock absorbing. 

fWjU.I.fA'ILIIJlj.lUJ.i; 

I THE LIFTEE COMPANY, DEPT.RH48 
I Box 608, Church Street, New Torx, N.Y. 10000 
I Rush my "Liftee" Height Increase Pads in the size checked 
I below. I will pay postman on delivery only $1.98 plus postage. 

I I must be absolutely satisfied or I can return the pads within 
10 day trial and my money will be refunded. 

I Check Box — State Shoe Size 

I □ Mans Shoe Size □ Ladies Shoe Size 

I □ Check here if you wish to save postage □ 2 Pairs $3.50 
I by sending only $1.98 with coupon. □ “ ' ' 




SEND NO MONEY! 
Free 10 Day Trial! 


Just send name and address. Pay 
postman $1.98 plus postage per 
pair of "Liftee" Pads or send 
$1.98 with order and we pay post- 
age. (2 prs $3.50, 3 prs $5.00). 
State Man's or Woman's shoe size. 

10 DAY TRIAL MUST SATISFY OR 
MONEY REFUNDED. 

MAIL COUPON NOW! 


► 


- by sending only $1.98 with coupon. 

j NAME 

I ADDRESS 

I CITY STATE 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
PROJECTOR 




FEATURES 


• Fully Electric 

• Automatic Rewind 

• Motor and Light Switch 

• Speed Controi — for the 
fun of siow motion or 
extra fast motion 


• Projects Both Color and I 
Biack and White 8MM 
Movie Fiim 

• Complete with Screen 

• Sturdy Construction 



No Need To Miss Out On the Fun of Private Movies 
Now at this Low Price 

Here is a projector which, though precision-engineered and 
sturdily built for long use, is so reasonably-priced that 
everyone can now enjoy the thrills of showing home 
movies or standard 8mm commercial movies. And it's so 
easy to operate that even a child can learn to use it 
quickly. Its double lens system and smooth operation give 
amazing performance. And — because It is so compact, you 
can take it with you anywhere and show your home movies 
to friends or relatives. (It comes in a convenient fibre- 
board eontaine.' for easy portability!) No need to unwind 
elecUic cord and hunt for an outlet either — because it 
has no cord. The batteries (available anywhere) stored in 
the base do all the work — and they're ready at the flip of 
a switch. This -quick-foeusing automatic Projector shows 
Smm color or black-and-white film, If you wish to stop It 
at a particular frame, you can do so. Speed control lets 
you speed up film or slow down the action for enjoyment 
of every detail. And. the automatic motor rewind is fast 
and easy, too! (Batteries not included). 


Fully Electric 
AUTOMATIC REWIND 
SPEED CONTROL 


NEW THRILLING ^ 
SENSATION! ^ 

3'D^STEREO effect 

Makes People Look So Full and Real, You'll 
Feel You Can Reach Out and Touch Them 
Just put on the "Miracle Specs" and you achieve 
a thrilling new experience. You see — not the 
old flat pictures you’ve seen for years — but 
life-like round Images so real you "know" you 
could reach out to touch and feel them. One 
pair comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


Try It For 10 Days On Our Money-Back Guarantee! l. . 

that you will be delighted with this versatile Projector, that we 
Invite you to try it for 10 days and then, if you don't agree that it . 
a wonderful buy. return it to us and we'll refund the purchase price 
— with no questions asked. Don’t Delay — Send Your Order Now! 

I- — — — 10 DAY TRIAL FREE 

, HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS Oept. 160MP58 
I Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 

I Rush me the Smm Portable Projector together with one set of 
Stereo Specs. If I am not 100% delighted, I may return It 
I after 10 days trial for refund of purchase price. 

I □ I enclose $9.97 (please add 75c shipping charges). 

I D Send COD. I enclose $1 deposit and will pay postman $8.97 
balance plus postage and COO handling charges on delivery. 

I NAME 

ADDRESS ZIP 

I □ Send me Stereo Specs @ $2.98 each. 

I N.Y. State Residents Please Add 3% Sales Tax. 
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higher percentage of carbon dioxide 
mingled with the marijuana smoke 
would get the chemical cannabinoi 
into the bloodstream more quickly. 
They proceeded to’get higher. 

For a long while after, they held 
each other and did not speak, content 
with the bubbling in their heads. 
Then, in the big-eyed, in-grinning 
savoring stage: 

“I read where the blackest Afri- 
cans used to supercharge,” she said. 

”Pot?” 

“Something hallucinogenic. Who 
knows? It got heir kinky heads 
fuzzy.” 

“Mmm.” 

“That Alice broad used to recom- 
mend hashish. Alice what’s her 
name? Toklas. Alice B. Toklas. Rec- 
ommended it as a refreshment for a 
ladies bridge club or a chapter meet-- 
ing of the D.A.R.” 

“Who’? this Alice?” he asked. 

“Oh yes, arts-and-crafts Parker. 
Haven’t you ever heard of Gertrude 
-Stein?” 

“Hemingway’s Gertrude Stein?” 

“Very good- Yes, she was Ger- 
trude’s travelling companion. A good 
broad- I like old Alice ... I dig you 
too, Parker. I don’t know why, but I 
do.” 

He looked at her closely, trying to 
see her with a fresh vision, trying to 
understand the nuances of her ex- 
pression. But she was staring at the 
ceiling, even as she was telling him 
she liked him. Not that it mattered. 
If she was putting him on, he didn’t 
particularly care. He just wanted to 
get on with it. 

.So he touched her with the tips of 
his fingers, neither shyly nor brazen- 
ly, touching gently across her cheek- 
bone for the sake of stirring some re- 
action, any reaction in her. 

She closed her eyes, and smiled, 
and squeezed her shoulders together 
in a kind of disembodied embrace of 
herself. Then she lay back and 
waited, her face regally expectant, 
for further small pleasures. Parker 
was on his side watching her, and 
working to keep himself detached 
just awhile longer. It was not easy. 
She was more attractive to him in 
hep quietitude. 

But in that interlude of restraint, 
she grew uneasy. The skin beneath 
her eye contracted upward, as if fo- 
cusing on the silence; she ran her 
tongue across her lips. She was wait- 
ing in the silence, listening, but could 
hear nothing. Parker lay absolutely 
[continued on page 78] 
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HUSBAND AND WIFE 
SWAPPING; 

Gateway to Perversion? 
by R, j, Hagerman 
Follow today's mate-swapping 
"swingers" from their initiation 
into swapping until they perform in the most 
depraved realms of exotic sexual experimentation. 
One couple admits to a "particular interest in train* 
ing the wife in animal relationships..." Another 
wife tells how and why she likes "big" men! A hus- 
band describes what happens when he watches his 
wife and another man! Another husband tells how he 
enjoys sex with his wife and her lesbian friend! A 
bisexual wife tells of her pleasure white performing 
fellatio. Chapters include: THE COUPLE NEXT DOOR; 
THE SEX CLUB; PERVERSIONS AND SWAPPING; THE 
ORGY; THE LESBIAN; THE HOMOSEXUAL; PAIN AND 
PLEASURE; THE PROFESSIONAL LOVERS; THE 3-D 
SWAP.,, many more! Now available; the only truth- 
ful and totally revealing book on the daring new 
breed of HUSBAND AND WIFE SWAPPERS. A597 -S3 


HOLLYWOOD'S SEXUAL UNDERGROUND 

by Roger Jordan 

Actual Photos! Where the Happenings Are! 

Everything that sex swingers are doing, to, with and 
for each other, revealed in torrid photos and real- 
life CASE HISTORIES! See photos of Make-out Action 
in Hotel Rooms; Orgiastic Caressing; Girls in Topless 
Bathing Suits; etc. Case histories include the wild 
sex life of Hollywood's young starlets, the homosex- 
ual community, the lesbians, the pill-and-sex group, 
the private sex clubs, the stag movie makers and 
actresses, etc. Also included 40 names and addresses 
where the action is the hottest in Hollywood! From 
bars, to coffee houses, to casting couches and 
beyond -this is the only detailed, intimate, unafraid 
expose of Hollywood's sexual underground available 
anywhere! A559-G3 

FLESH POTS & PLEASURE 6IRLS-MIZU SHOBAI 

by Boye DeMente 

Today’s Japanese are pursuing sexual ecstasy with 
fanatic dedication! Case Histories and first-person 
accounts tell how they use licking, sucking, lip and 
tongue caresses! Read about modern and ancient 
Oriental love secrets! Orgies in brothels! Sex devia- 
tions and intricate contortions as only the Japanese 
know and perform them! A324-93 


THE SWINGING SET by William and Jerrye Breedlove 
Mate-swapping unlimited! This book reveals how cou- 
ples are initiated into swapping ... how they recruit 
couples ... the special sex games played at swapping 
parties ... the far-out sex acts they perform in pairs 
and in larger groups. Each chapter crammed with 
factual, first-person Case Histories! Sections include: 
COITUS ANYONE?; SWINGING MARRIEDS: SWINGING 
ON CAMPUS; UNMARRIED SWAPPERS ... many more! 

A219-S3 


THE YOUNG TEMPTRESSES by Steve Harding 
Nubile adolescent girls as sexual aggressors with 
older men! These torrid Case Histories reveal how 
these girls seduce, what forbidden acts they perform 
with their older love-slaves! Tells how some special- 
ize in fellatio, others in soixante-neuf; some prefer 
group sex, or lesbianism with older women! A rapidly 
increasing sexual phenomenon exposed as it has 
happened and is happening! A325-G3 


Existing Today! Dozens of Secret Sex Clubs 
With Members The World Over! 
SEX CLUBS UNDERGROUND by Robert Hadley 
Bizarre sex ceremonies! Weird Erotic rites! Wildly 
depraved orgies! You'll find out what goes on in 
these secret cults - revealed for the first time in this 
book! For example: Find out about the cult that 
demands women to seek out unsuspecting males and 
lead them to the “temple" for a night of untram- 
meled sex! One club on Chicago's wealthy north shore 
includes fellatio and cunnilingus as a vital part of 
the sex ceremony! A town in Mexico is dominated by 
a homosexual priest and priestess! In one cult young 
girls lose their virginity on a huge, penetrating male 
organ! The Leopard cult is devoted to bestiality and 
animalism! Chapters include: THE TEENAGE LOVE 
SLAVES OF SHORT CREEK. ARIZONA; WIFE TRADING 
PARADISE; LOVE CULT; HOLLYWOOD STYLE; ORGIES 
IN PASADENA; PRIAPUS IN THE CANYON ... many 
more! A9S5-S3 


SEX CULTS! by E. R. Linton 
Restless adolescents with too much money, too much 
time ... and passions burning out of control. Now 
find out the incredibly inventive sex experiments and 
depraved acts they perform. A539-$3 


AUTO-EROTIC ACTS AND DEVICES by Victor Dodson 
The bold truth about masturbation in men, women - 
and in groups, along with the inventive artifices used 
to achieve stimulus or pain! Case histories include; 
LYNN M., who describes secret group masturbation 
sessions with his adolescent friends! EDDIE K., who 
masturbated to 17 orgasms a day! A 22-YEAR-OLD 
WOMAN who describes her masturbatory techniques 
in detail! ROBERT who copulates with a store 
dummy! One woman describes her special technique 
of achieving anal and vaginal stimulation at the 
same time! A man tells the positions he uses for self- 
fellation. Other sections include: WOMEN USING 
OILOOS; MEN AND WOMEN WHO MASTURBATE WITH 
ANIMALS: MASTURBATION AND INCREASING GENI- 
TAL SIZE; VAGINAL VIBRATORS ... many more! At 
long last, an honest, unafraid exploration of "the 
universal sexual act." A$78-$3 


ORAL LOVE by R. J. Hagerman 
The complete facts about fellatio and cunnilingus 
between men and women, men and men, women and 
women! Actual case histories reveal exactly what 
couples do during mouth-genital acts, how they do 
it, what they feel, why they perform oral sex acts, 
why they feel no guilt! Sections include: ADVANTAGES 
OF ORAL LOVE; ORAL LOVE -SWAPPING - INCEST; 
SEX-DRIVEN ORALITY; SOIXANTE-NEUF; AREAS OF 
SENSATION IN CUNNILINGUS; BI-SEXUALITY AND 
ORALITY; TECHNIQUES AND DEVICES OF ORAL LOVE; 
THE MOUTH OF THE MALE HOMOSEXUAL; SWALLOW- 
ING; THE MOUTH OF THE LESBIAN; ORAL MASTUR- 
BATION; POSITIONS ASSUMED IN SELF-FELLATION; 
ANALINGUS; ORAL FETISHISM; FOOT KISSING; INI- 
TIATING SEXUAL EXPERIMENTATION, etc. etc. A book 
that tells what others are doing, how, why, and 
replaces shame with understanding. A5S2-S3 
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BIZARRE SEX ACTS AND UNUSUAL BEHAVIOR, 

Bob Michaels A457 

THE DIRTY SONG BOOK, E. R. Linton A452 
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THE FEMALE HOMOSEXUAL. 

D. M. Brittenham, M.A A456 

SEXUAL PSYCHO, Wade T. Hampton, Ph D. 

People obsessed with strange sex 

hungers A44fl 

CONFESSIONS OF A HOLLYWOOD CALL GIRL, 

John O'Oay A212 

TORTURE GARDEN, Octave Mirabeau 
Masterpiece of sadism, torture, agony. ..A202 
FEMALE SEXUAL DEVIATIONS AND BIZARRE 

PRACTICES, Robt. Bledsoe AS1 

MALE SEXUAL DEVIATIONS AND BIZARRE 

PRACTICES, Robt. Bledsoe A92 

MALE HOMOSEXUAL, Kenneth Marlowe ..,.A2S9 
MALE AND FEMALE SEXUAL DEVIATIONS. 

Michael S. Wolfgang a97 

SEX AND THE SINGLE BED A4S3 

THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE. 

Charles "Virginia" Prince A951 

THE NAKED TRUTH ABOUT HARRISON 

MARKS A599 

SINGLE AND PREGNANT, Larry Maddox 
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hilarious candid trip thru a 
nudist colony? 

BARELY SPEAKING 

with a revealing commentary 
by Henry Morgan 
Over 55 daring nudist photos of 
men and women, boys and girls 
.. .TAKEN IN EXCITINGLY DIFFER- 
ENT POSES. A riotous revelation 
of sex that takes you behind the 
gates of a nudist colony that is 
"just a little bit different." You / 
will see poses that will make 
you gasp with surprise ... realize 
a new insight into the world uf 
nudity. These are pictures that will never be pub- 
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MEN AND THEIR BOYS by Victor J. Banis 
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THE CORRUPTED YOUTH; WHY FELLATIO; WHY BUG- 
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LESBIANISM: Its Secrets and Practices 

by Ruth Allison 

Now. in the words of the women themselves, you 
learn absolutely everything that happens during les- 
bian sex acts! Here's wh^ these lesbians reveal in 
absolute detail: Case Histories describe initiation to 
performing cunnilingus, fetishistic underwear, 
attached "penises," "riding" for mutual orgasm in 
lesbian acts, beating, bondage and slavery! Other 
chapters detail: Lesbian Sex in Prison; Performing 
Cunnilingus; Lesbian Seduction Techniques; How Les- 
bian Partners Are Discovered; Lesbian Sex in Board- 
ing Schools; Three-Way Circuses; Bisexuality . . . etc. 
etc. A591-S3 
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send 250, for handling, to; 

CASE 269 
8810 Melrose 
Los Angeles, Calif. 90069 


WE JUST GOT OUR HANDS ON 
SOME PERSONAL 8mm FILMS FEA- 
TURING A SOPHISTICATED COUPLE 
100 ft. SNEAK PREVIEW $6.00. 
ADULTS ONLY. 

INFORMATION ON OTHER FILMS 2 Sc 

269 


REBEL FILMS BOX39604.DEPT. 




STOP SEARCHING 

STOP SEARCHING for those hord 
to find Pin-Up photos. Just send 
me a stamped, self-oddressed en- 

JOHNSON 

P.O.Box 1 1 34, Reading, Po. 1 9603 


"she bletv mif 

A fresh approach for free thioking adults. 
Featuring a young girl and a man. SUPER 
8mm t regular 8mm available. Send $1.00 
for samnie & free brochure. 


WILD-ADULT-WAYOUT 

FREE LIST 

$1 brings you by fast, sofe, oirmoil 
*A*tw of Soho.'s best models. French 
»IWm. fontostic 8mm Films. $2. for 
o apaciol set that Is sure to please. 
Only adult connoisseurs supplied. Wei 
waleome reorders. 

NORCOLOR 61 Norfolkhouse Rd. 
London. SW16, Englond 


If too quick climax is ruining your moritol relations, you 
con halp solve this problem with GfM. This product has 
helped 1000's who hove hod this problem. 30 day sup- 
ply $3.00 or 60 day supply only $5.00. In plain wrapper. 

CENTRAL PRODUCTS 0*pt. C269 

806 S. Robertson Blvd., LA.. Calif. 90035. 



YOUNG ENGLISH GIRL 

wishes to hear from any gentlemen 
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PARKER 

[continued from page 76l 
still. She reached and touched him, 
as though to caress him, but he did 
not respond. She frowned, and final- 
ly opened her eyes. 

He was propped on his elbow, 
looking down at her. 

“What?” she said. 

He shrugged, knowing she wanted 
him to talk to her. Anything . . . 
about her. Like: you’re beautiful, I 
love you, your mouth, neck, the 
good full tits and sweet thighs and 
that thing of yours and even the toes, 
all of you, god yes, all of you even — 
her eyes stared at his, but Parker did 
not meet them. No need to. He felt 
the tracing of her nail against his 
thigh, softly at first, then digging in- 
to the flesh as if she meant to sting 
it some. He knew it was time to kiss 
her. 

He did, drawing her to him and 
kissing her, doing it without think- 
ing any more, just doing it. He was 
on top of her then, touching, kissing, 
not rushing anywhere, content to 
make gentle discoveries. He rolled 
her onto her side, then onto her back 
again, embracing, kissing intimately 
along her body. Once, her lips 
shaped words, but they were not 
spoken. Instead she shrugged to what- 
ever dialogue was in her head, and 
he continued kissing until her body 
was juiced up. 

On their backs, they relaxed, no 
longer fearing whether they, could 
give each other pleasure. There was 
more to come, but no nurry. They 
had bed trust between them now, 
they had that if nothing much more. 
But it was enough. So they relaxed. 

“I can’t” — she cleared her throat 
— “figure you, Parker.” 

“Why I called, you mean?” 

“Mmm. Yes. Exactly that.” 

“I’m trying to figure about you,” 
he said. “And the . . . uh . . . thing 
you wrote on the wall.” 

She smiled. “5ex or Anything . . . 
and my phone. Not terribly clever. 
Nor subtle. Nor, I think, typical of 
me. Still” — and now she smiled and 
puckered her lips humorously — 
“still . . . 

The phone rang once more. She 
closed her eyes in exasperation, but 
this time motioned for the receiver, 
which he quickly handed to her. She 
avoided his eyes as she took it. 

“What is it?” she said curtly, her 
lips pinching in at the corners. 

She listened to the voice on the 
other end and, with a show of annoy- 
ance on her face, nodded. One eye 
[continued on page 80] 
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was snui as if she were concentrating 

on what was being spoken. 

“No,” she- said. “I’m high. Real 
high . . . H-I-G-H . . . What?” — 
frowning now. “In bed . . . None of 
your damn business. You don’t own 
me, baby . . . Not now. Not ever” — 
both eyes open. “Uh-huh . . . Uh- 
huh. You know something. You can 
be ludicrous at times . . . ludicrous. 
Pathetically laughable . . . Uh-huh. 
Uh-huh. Yuh, that’s right . . . 
That’s right . . . Listen. I’ve got 
nothing more to say to you. I’m 
hanging up now,” and she did, but 
not before Parker heard the protest- 
ing voice on the other end. 

No sooner bad Lorna turned 
away than the phone began to ring 
again, which brought a mocking 
smile to her lips. She picked up the 
receiver and listened to the .voice be- 
fore placing it on its cradle. When 
she took it up again, she heard the 
dial tone, then set it on the night ta- 
ble, off its cradle. The steady hum on 
the line soon turned into a spasmodic 
whine, but it didn’t app>ear to bother 
them. 

Lorna drew asiac"' Parker and pro- 
ceeded to unbotton his shirt. 

“I sometimes think I’d like to get 
rid of that damn phone,” she said. 

He tried to conceal a smile, but 
couldn’t. 

“What is it?” she asked.” . . . Oh. 
Yes. Then I’d be out of . . . visitors, 
wouldn’t I?” 

“They could always wire,” he 
said. 

“Most of them aren’t that sort. 
The Western Union sort, I mean. I 
think of their natural habitat as 
phone booths.” 

“A tough avocation you’ve 
chosen.” 

“Perhaps I should give it up and 
go straight,” she said. 

He didn’t hear her. He was busy 
watching his toe, which was moving 
along her thigh. 

“And take up something respect- 
able like crafts,” she went on, ignor- 
ing what he was doing. 

No reaction from him. 

Her voice became louder, in an al- 
most theatrical way. “I said that I 
might be able to learn crafts,” she 
said. 

“Yeah, you could do that,” he said 
flatly. 

She eyed him warily, looking for 
a sign that his bluff manner was 
merely a joke. He gave her no indica- 
tion, only stared at the toe, which 
continued in a gently caressing fash- 
[continued on page 82] 
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UNUSUAL SEX 
ACTS, VARIATIONS 
AND PERVERSIONS 

by Dr. T. K. Peters 
Unusual, bold, far-out sex relations told 
in personal confessions! -for example: 
MARfilE and UNA describe an orgy of 
soixante-neuf I A man invites a friend for 
sex a trois wrtti his wife! DOROTHY is 
hidden in a college dorm and services 
the school's best athletes! A girl thrills 
to incestuous acts with her brother! 
Another youth Initiates acts of homo- 
sexual fellatio and sodomy In the shower! 
ETHEL, at 18 admits to 147 coital acts in 
10 hours! A young woman is Initiated 


THE SEXUALLY INSATIABLE FEMALE 

by Stephan Gregory 

Women who crave sex, sex. and more sex! 
Case Histories tell how they find their 
male and female partners.. .what they 
do together and In groups! One woman 
seeks out handsome teenage boys! 
Another describes swap club parties! 
Others tell of strange perverslons-the 
only way they find satisfaction! At last a 
book that answers the question; what 
kind of sex— and how much — is normal 
in today's women! A283— $4 

SEX SLAVES UNDERGROUND 

by Paul Lefontenay 

Even today! Illicit cargos of voluptuous 
female flesh circle the world! Cargos of 
young women — specially trained in hid- 
den sex-schools— destined to service the 
inventive demands of sex-masters from 
Tanglers to Tokyo. Some escape— and tell 
their Incredible sex experiences here! 
For example, MARGIE takes on three men 
at once In all available apertures of her 
body— while she masturbates two others! 
ANNE sodomizes one man with a false 
penis and performs cunnilingus on a 
woman at the same time ! ULLA describes 
a wild sex session with a Mongol stud! 
BERTHE reveals hovr she performed In 
“lesbian spectacles." These are only 
some of the girls who reveal their expe- 
riences and depravities as white slaves 
in the bl-stering pages of SEX SLAVES 
UNDERGROUND! A103-$3 

The Complete Books Describing 

ACTS AND PRACTICES OF INCEST 

by Victor Oodsom 

Brothers and Sisters! Parents and Chil- 
dren! These and other incestuous duos, 
trios, and groups revealed In dozens of 
illuminating CASE HISTORIES! A father 
tells of initiating his young daughter into 
weird patterns of sex! ANDY Is homosex- 
ual, yet his mother forces him to per- 
form coitus with her! JOHN D. tells how 
his adolescent son seduced him in a 
variety of homosexual acts! JERRY L. 
reveals a forbidden nasslon for his 
younger brother! ALICE and MARY are 
mother-and-daughter incestuous lesbians! 
JOHN M. teaches his sister to perform 
fellatio while he thrills her with cun- 
nilingus. Shocking, yet true, these vivid 
cases Tell what Is happening around us, 
whether we like it or not! AB24— $4 


NAKED COLOR 
SPECTACULAR 
EVERY PAGE IN THIS GIANT 
PHOTOBOOK IN FULL, GLORIOUS, 
LIVING COLOR! The first photobook ever 
to show how men and women, boys and 
girls, adolescents live the nude way of 
Fife far away from the restrictions of 
nudist camps! Every page ablaze with 
color! You'll see body-painting on the 
naked torso of a lovely blonder A naked 
party on a private yacht! A young man 
and woman experimenting Inolde a hula 
hoop! Young women sprawled toasingly 
at the waters edge, daring the waves to 
hiss their lovely bodies! Over 175 glori- 
ous. uninhibited action color shots to 
take your breath away! Printed on heavy, 
glared art paper for clarity down to the 
smallest detail! Obviously, NAKED COLOR 
SPECTACULAR is more than an ordinary 
nudist book, it's something unique- 
available only by mall. 

Order booh #SPCT-$t 


THE CROWDED BED by Henry Sackerman 
Meet oversexed, delectable Connie— and 
her two lovers. Art and Brad! Together, 
these three sexual insatlates enjoy each 
other's flesh— time after time, night 
after night! Here is sex by three with all 
its inventions, experiments, weird posi- 
tions and bizarre acrobatics! How two 
men share one woman-how they per- 
form the acts of sex — everything it 
revealed in explicit detail in this, the 
most flagrantly sexual novel of the 
decade! ASBS-G4-t9 


Sex Positions and Secrets lllustratedl 

HOW TO ACHIEVE SEXUAL 
ECSTASY EVERYTIME IN MARRIAGE 

Now! All you'll ever need to know to 
make you and your partner a master of 
the love-arts! Profusely illustrated con- 
tents include: COITAL POSITIONS (ILLUS- 
TRATED): Male Oominant-When Penetra- 
tion is too Shallow, (34); When Fit is Too 
Tight, (35); When Penetration is Too 
Deep, (35); When Fit is Too Loose, (35): 
Rear-Entry Positions, (36); Edge-of-Bed 
Positions, (37); Man Standing, (37); 
Woman on Back, (38-39); Side-to-Side, 
(39-41); Knee-Elbow, (43). Woman Domi- 
nant-Woman Astride Man, (46); The 
Teeter-Totter, (49); The Over-and-Under, 
(49): The Hand-Car, (59); Sitting, (51); 
Penis-Breast Excitement Techniques, (55); 

sec- 


BESTIALITY 

by Joseph R. v. Rosenbergbr, Ph.D. 
Blazing CASE HISTORIES of men and 
women who perform sex acts upon and 
with animals of all kinds and varieties! 
A 42-year old dairy farmer tells how he 


persuades cows to cooperate in acts of 
unnatural coitus! An English professor 
explains how "H's easier to eoBulato with 


than it is with a wemaii ..." A 

woman tells how she trained her Irish 
setter to perform cunnilingus! Another 
man describes incredible acts of bestial- 
ity with women and men at a swap club 
party! A prostitute describes how she 
fellates the dog she uses in her “spe- 
cial act." Other CASE HISTORIES abound 
in such chapters as: BESTIALITY IN THE 
SEX CIRCUS; BESTIALITY ROUND THE 
WORLD; BESTIALITY COMBINED WITH 
OTHER PERVERSIONS; BIZARRE EXAM- 
PLES OF BESTIALITY.. .many more! 
You'll be amazed at all these people 
have to say, astounded at what diey do 
and why, enlightened about the most 
bizarre possible form of sexual beha/lor 
in the pages of BESTIALITY. A290-I4 


•Breast Excitement Techniques, i 
>r Soixante-Neuf, (56-57). Other 
deal with a variety of Coital M 


tions deal with a variety of Coital Move- 
ments; The Male Organs (Illustrated); 
The Female Organs (Illustrated); Mastur- 
batioo; Genital Size and Accommodation; 
Foreplay and Arousal Techniques: The 
First Time, etc. A216-S4 


A HAPPIER SEX LIFE. Dr. S. Kokken. Over 
210 photographs of Coital Positions! A 
renowned doctor writes a frank, honest 
book about fulfilling marital relation- 
ships. JW5-$8.50 

SHOW ME THE GOOD PARTS, R.G. Reisner. 
Over 2000 erotic books examined for the 
most forbidden sections! Now, in one 
volume, the “good parts" have been 
classified from adultery to zoophobia! A 
hair-raising excursion into torrid writ- 
ing! A249-S9.S5 


SWAP CLUBS by W. & F. Breedlove 
Now, for the first time, read the one 
book that dares to name names and give 
locations of mate-swapping, secret sex 
clubs! Find out how tneMlamI clubs 
exploit tourists in Uieir wild sex orgies! 
Learn the weird methods used to recruit 
new members! Read actual CASE HIS- 
TORIES of married and single swap club 
members In action! Details initiation 
rites, orgies between the races, strange, 

f erverted acts! Chapter titles include: 
HE SWINGING GROUPS, WHAT A SWING- 
ER IS REALLY LIKE, PROBLEMS OF A 
SWINGING COUPLE, RECRUITMENT PRO- 
GRAMS.. .many more! An authoritative 
account of young marrieds on a frantic 
sex jag! A96-S5.9S 

JOHN AMSLOW Gi ASSOC. 


TECHNIQUES OF ORAL LOVE 

byj. Williams 

In one book — practically all there Is to 
know about performing fellatio, cun- 
nilingus, analiiy and other oral sex acts. 
Beginning with the initiation of one's 
partner To oral lo.'e, to subtle varia- 
tions, to advanced techniques, every- 
thing is described. Included are the 
steps a woman must take In performing 
fellatio and Uie ways men satisfy women 
with cunnilingus. In addition, those who 
regularly practice oral-genital acts tell 
of their experiences. A 32-year old man 
tells how his wife can “take full-length 
strokes for about thirty seconds...'* 
Another man tells how he excites his 
wife with his expertise in cunnilingus. 
Another explains how he thrills sex 
partners with oral analingus. Sections 
include: FIRST EXPOSURE TO MOUTH- 
GENITAL SEX; THE HOW-TO OF ORAL- 
GENITAL CONTACTS; ORAL SEX DEVICES; 
ORAL MASTURBATION; THE UW AND 
ORAL SEX; ORAL LOVE IN EROTIC LITER- 
ATURE . .. many others. Every aspect of 


using the mouth, lips, and tongue to 
create sexual pleasure Is detailed In 
the pages of TECHNIQUES OF ORAL LOVE. 


A199-S4 


men and boys! One entire section of fel- 
latio and other homosexual acts. 


© © © BISBA© ® © 
Page after page after page dedicated to 
the voluptuous enjoymenT of the female 
breast — in all sizes, all shapes! HUN- 
DREDS OF ILLUSTRATIONS! Over 450 

pages! A372-S1D 

ILLUSTRATED SEX ATLAS. L. Clark, M.D. 
Over 287 pictures give a step-by-step 
how to do it in the art of sex. Special 
sections on the sex organs. A140-S3 


THE BOYS OF FIRE ISLAND 

by B. Crocker 

Meet Mr. Ladybug-the tall red-headed, 
handsome queen of Fire Island and 


'trade" abound! Oral Sex, Orgies, 

and Miscegenation In gay life are only 
some of the shocking acts you'll find in 
this novel about one torrid, uninhibited 
summer among the "boys" of the homo- 
sexual set. A5G4-$4.99 


GROUP SEX by Douglas Staples 
What is Group Sex? Sex by more Uian 
two! These shocking CASE HISTORIES 
reveal what happens in Gangbangs, Swap 
Club Orgies, Daisy Chains, Lesbian and 


THERESE I. ISABELLE by Violette Leduc 


ing, arousing fingers; 


ORAL LOVE by R. J. Hagerman 
Complete facts about fellatio and cun- 
nilingus between men and women, men 
and men, women and women I Actual 
Case Histories reveal exactly what 
couples do during mouth-genital acts, 
how they do it, what they feel, why they 
perform oral sex acts, why they feel no 

S uMt. Sections include: ADVANTAGES OF 
RAL LOVE; ORAL LOVE-SWAPPING- 
INCEST; SOIXANTE-NEUF; ORAL MASTUR- 
BATION; SWALLOWING; AREAS OF SEN- 
SATION; BI-SEXUALITY AND ORALITY, 
many more! A582-S3 


LESBIANISM ILLUSTRATED 

by Dr. Walter Braun 

Illuminating "new look" at lesbians: In- 
cludes Case Histories of lesbian excesses 
In WACS; a lesbian club in New York 
filled with big name stars: bedroom 
revelations of a lesbian prostitute; blaz- 


hole Voyeurs, etc. 






ing excerpts from lesbian “pornography" 
of the past! Chapters include; A LES- 
BIAN CONFESSES; miSON AND THE SERV- 


ICES; MAN AND LESBIAN LOVE; SADISTIC 
LESBIANS AND WILLING VICTIMS... 
many more! Pages of Illustrations and 
photographs ! A9C1 - $5 


Gentlemen Stare at Redheads... 
Gentlemen Ogle Blondes. ..but 

GENTLEMEN PREFER 
BRONZE 

A collector's item of 
luscious beauties. 

Every shade, ever^ 
hue of dusky loveli- i 
ness Is revealed in 
this torrid collection ; 
of bronze Beauty! They'll oazzie you 
...they'll stir your senses ... they'll 
bring you on like it hasn't happened 
since!!! The hottest thing between 
covers since they banned old Fanny Hill I 
A80-S3 


A Carte Blanche Invi- 
tation to Ecstasy/ 

THE HARRAD EXPERIMENT 

by Robert Rimmer 

Imagine a college dedicated to sex and 
sex experimentation! Add a group of 
good-looking, hot-blooded young men and 
women at the peak ages of sexual 

E otency and desire! Enflame that desire 
y putting them In intimate, naked con- 
tact— with complete freedom to do as 
they want! The result of this is described 
in THE HARRAD EXPERIMENT- the secret 
sex bestseller that is the sex manifesto 
of today's free-swinging love genera- 
tion! Group sex, oral sex -and even 
newer forms of sex are described In the 
words of the participants! A499 — 54.95 


I JOHN AMSLOW & ASSOC. Dept. C269 
■ P.O. Box 2369, Culver City. Calif. 90S0 

i Please send me the following book(s), Postpaid, listed below by their num- 
I bers. I understand there is an absolute 7-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
I I am 21 years of age or over. 

I BOOK NUMBERS: 


I am ordering a 
I enclose $ — 


,00 deposit. No C.O.D.'s outside i 


P.O.Box 2369. CulverCMy. Calif. 90230 ■ CITY 


I Calif. Res. Add 5% Sales Tax • Include Your Zip Code for Fastest Service. 
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WHY PAY MORE 


GREENWICH VILLAGE BOOKS Dept . CP305 

P.O. BOX 222, COOPER STATION NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003 

Please rush the following in plain seated wrapper: 

Erulosed please find [^jCash ~Check “Money order 

Nudist magazines at $1.00 each 

1 1 10 different issues for only $4.95 

\ I 24 different issues for only $9.95 [3 I certify that I am over 21 years old. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ZIP 


We are offering to you one of the largest and finest collections of choice 
Nudist magazines available anywhere. So order today while supply lasts ... 


|» NUDIST 
MAGAZINES 


UNCENSORED - 

UNRETOUCHED 

MANY PAGES IN GORGEOUS FULL COLOR 


The publisher has requested us to censor oil pictures 
oppeofing in this odvertisement. All pictures appearing 
in these magazines are guaranteed uncensored and 
unretouchedi 


Special Offer 


Bonanza Offer 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

Now you can see in full color, beautiful women, lovely 
girls, handsome men, teenagers ond children enjoying 
octivities in their natural 
under the sun — in glowing 
of life. 


exciting sports and leisui 
state — as nature intended 
health — living the nudist wc 


OFFER AVAILABLE TO MATURE ADULTS OVER 21 


PARKER 

[continued from page 80] 
ion at her thigh. She felt a flush of 
anger in her face, and waited for hitn 
to stop. 

“I wish .you’d say something to 
me,” she said, knowing she was too 
eager, but not caring. 

He pretended not to hear, just 
persisted with his toe. 

“What are you doing?” she said, 
trying to edge away from him. 

He felt the toe at the fuzz of her 
pelvis. 

“Nothing,” he said. 

“Like hell you’re not. What is it? 
Some sort of neurotic . , . gambit.” 

She continued to move away, but 
the toe stayed with her. 

“That’s a funny thing to say . . . 
considering the source,” he said. 

“I asked you a question, Parker.” 

“And I answered yoxir question, 
Miss Lorna.” 

He kept the toe gently where it 
was. 

“You didn’t answer,” she said. 

“A French novel,” he said. 

“What?” distractedly. “What’s 
that, damn it?” 

“In the book stalls. In Paris.” 

“I don’t follow, Parker. I don’t 
have the vaguest idea what you’re 
talking about.” 

“The toe thing, Lorna dear. It’s 
from a cheap French novel I bought 
when I was abroad.” 

Her mouth opened, the lips 
moved almost without sound. “God 
damn mutha.” 

“Easy, baby,” slowly withdrawing 
the toe. 

“Playing some sort of game with 
me.” 

He was going to answer, but let it 
pass. She would see things later. 

She was sitting up now, and star- 
ing at him — as if she had really seen 
him for the first time. “You’re really 
not so nice, Parker,” she said. “Your 
style is deceptive.” 

“Elusive,” he said, dryly. “Elu- 
sive.” 

He lilted his head reflectively, 
then looked at her with a mild ex- 
pression. “We’ll get along now, 
won’t we?” he said. 

She glanced at the telephone, then 
at Parker. A wry smile was on her 
lips. 

“I know,” he said. “She’s prob- 
ably a great chick. But . . ..that’s 
your problem,” glancing at the 
sketches on the wall. “Or do you 
prefer dilemma?” And he kissed her 
and lasted the wine under her 
tongue. , 
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An Important Message 

To Every Man And Woman 

In America 

Losing His Or Her Hair 


If you ore troubled by thinning hair, 
dandruff, itchy scalp, if you fear approach- 
ing baldness, read the rest of this statement 
carefully. It. may mean the difference to you 
between saving your hair ond losing the rest 
of it to eventual baldness. 

Baldness is simply a matter of subtraction. 
When the number of new hairs fail to equal 
the number of falling hair, you end up minus 
your head of hair (bald). Why not avoid bald- 
ness by preventing unnecessary loss of hair? 
Why not turn the tide of battle on your head 
by eliminating needless causes of hair loss 
and give Nature o chance to grow more hair 
for you? Mony of the country's dermatologists 
and other foremost hair and scalp specialists 
believe that seborrhea, a common scalp dis- 
order, causes hair loss. What is seborrhea? It 
is a bacteriol infection of the scalp that can 
eventually cause permanent damage to the 
hairfollicles. Its visible evidence is '‘thinning" 
hair. Its end result is baldness. Its symptoms 
are dry, itchy scalp, dandruff, oily hair, heod 
scales, and progressive hair loss. 

So, if you are beginning to notice that your 
forehead is getting larger, beginning to 
notice that there is too much hair on your 
comb, beginning to be worried about the dry- 


Mole pattern baldness is the cause of 
the great majority of cases of baldness 
and excessive hair loss. In such cases 
neither the Comate treatment nor any 
ether treatment is effective. 


ness of your hair, the itchyness of your scolp, 
the ugly dandruff — these are Nature's Red 
Flags warning you of impending baldness. 
Even if you have been losing your hair for 
some time, don't let seborrhea rob you of the 
rest of your hoir. 

HOW COMATE WORKS 
ON YOUR SCALP 

The development of an amazing new hair 
and scalp medicine called Comate is specifi- 
cally designed to control seborrhea and stop 
the hair loss it causes. It offers the opportunity 
to thousands of men and women losing their 
hair to bacterial infection to reverse the bottle 
they are now losing on their scalps. By stop- 
ping this impediment to normal hoir growth, 
new hairs can grow as Nature intended. 

This is how Comate works: (1) It combines 
in a single scalp treatment the essential cor- 
rective factors for normal hair growth. By its 
rubifacient action it stimulates blood circu- 
lation to the scalp, thereby supplying more 
nutrition to still-alive hair follicles. (2) As a 
highly effective antiseptic, Comate kills on 
contoct the seborrhea-causing scalp bacteria 
believed to be a cause of baldness. (3) By its 


Note To Doctors 

Doctors, clinics and hospitals inter- 
ested in scalp disorders can obtain 
professional somples and literature on 
written request. 


keralolitic action it dissolves ugly dandruff. 
By tending ta normalize the lubrication of the 
hair shaft it corrects excessively dry and oily 
hair. If eliminates head scales and scalp itch. 

In short. Comate offers you in a single 
treatment the best that modern medicine has 
developed for the preservation of your hair. 
There is no excuse today except ignorance 
for any man or woman to neglect seborrhea 
and pay the penalty of hair loss. 

COMATE IS 

UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED 

To you we offer this UNCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTEE. Treat your scalp to Comale in 
your own home, following the simple direc- 
tions. See for yourself in your own mirror how 
after a few treatments, Comote makes your 
hair look thicker and alive. How Comate ends 
your dandruff, stops your scalp itch. How 
Comate gives your hair a chance to grow. 
Most men and women report results after the 
first treatment, some take longer. But we say 
this to you. If, for any reason, you ore not 
completely satisfied with the improvement in 
your own case — AT ANY TIME — return 
the unused portion for a prompt refund. No 
questions asked. 

But don't delay. For the sake of your hoir, 
order Comote today. Nothing — not even 
Comate — can grow hoir from dead follicles. 
Fill out the coupon now, and take the first 
step toward a good head of hair agoin. 

*1943 C«mal« Cerporslien, 


‘ I used to comb out • hind- 
tui of hair at a time Now I 
only get 4-6 on my comb. 
The terrible itchiA| has 
stopped ' 

-L.H M.. los Angeles. Cal. 

“My hair has improved. M 
used to fall out by handfuls. 
Comate stopped it from 
falling out." -D. M. H. 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 

"My hair has quit falling 
out and getting thin." 

-0. W. ff , c/o fPO , N. Y. 

"My husband has tried many 
treatments and spent a great 
deal of money on his scalp. 
Nothing helped until he 
started using jrour formula." 
-Mrs. R. Lei. Pique. Ohio- 


"Comatc is successful m 
every way you mention. Used 
it only a few days and can 
see the big change in my 
scalp and hair. 

-CC.H..N. Richland, wash. 


"My hair was thin at the 
temples, and all over. Now 
II lo^s so much thicker, 
I can tell it." 

-Miss C.T.,San Angelo. Tei. 


"New my hair looks quite 
thick." 

-F. 1. K . Chicago. Ill 

"My hair had been coming 
out and breaking oN for 
about 21 years and Comale 
has improved it to much." 
-Mrs. J. Lisbon. Ca. 


' I've used a good many dif- 
ferent tonics.' tut until I 
tned Comate. I had no re- 
sults. Now I'm rid of dan- 
druff. and itchy scalp. My 
hair looks thicker." 

-6. Alberta. Canada 

"Used it twice and my hair 
has already stopped falling." 

-R. M., Corona. Cal. 


"No trouble with dandruff 
since I started using it." 
-L. W W . Galveston. Tes 


"It really has improved my 
hair in one week, and I know 
what the result will be m 
three more. I am to happy 
over it. I had to writef" 
-Mrs. H. t.. McComb, Mist. 


■ COMATE CORPORATION Depi. K 

g 21 West 44fh Street. New York, N.Y. 10036 

g Pleose send at once the complete COMATE hoir and scolp 
g treatment (60 days' supply) in plain wropper. I must be 
g completely satisfied with the results of the treatment, or 
g yOu GUARANTEE prompt and full refund upon return of 

^ D Enclosed find SIO Icheck, cash, money order). Send 
B postpoid. 

B □ Send COD I will pay postmen $10 plus obout $1-50 
B in poslol chorges On delivery. Sove the $1-50 bv en- 

I closing $10. (onada, (ereign, AFO, FFO, odd 50f — No (.0.0. 

■ Address ... 

* City - - - Stote Zip 


RUSH THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY! 









ELEGANZA . . . style Power Plus! 

The boldest collection of dashing apparel and dramatic imported footwear anywhere . Sold by m ail only. 


HOW TO ORDER 

To order, simply pick your styles and 
mail check or money order for the 
amount — we pay the postage. For 
C.O.D. shipment, send $2.00 deposit for 
EACH item — you pay the postage. Your 
satisfaction is GUARANTEED . . . any 
item may be returned 
unworn for* full refund, 

No C.O.D. toAPO.FPO.i 




1379 Manley St., Brockton, Mass. 02403 


DASHING EDWARDIAN SUIT 
WITH 22" BELL BOTTOMS. 


Now! The flattering Edwardian look in 
a brilliantly designed suit of a Mohair 
type fabric, blended of rayon and acetate, 
in a herringbone weave. Here's that great 
looking collar in a double breasted 
jacket, with six covered buttons. Shirt 
•.sizes: S, M, L, XL. Slack waist sizes: 27 
^ to 36. For finished slack bottoms, add $1 
per pair and*give inseam measure. 

A414 Pearl Gray. A415 Burgundy Wine. 
A416 Royal Blue. Suit $29.95- 


ENGLISH 
SIDE ZIPPER 
BOOT 
$19.95 


BRITISH BOOT-MAKING 
AT ITS BESTI 

This dashing ZSi" boot has a full inside 
zipper: bold new square toe; smart 
metal rivets; 1 inch heel: soft foam lin- 
ing throughout. 3536 Brown, 3537 Black. 
Sizes 6-13, medium width only. 


BELL BOTTOM 

PIN-STRIPE SLACKS $15.95 

A handsome new look in dress pants! 
Striking satin pin-stripe trousers with 
22" wide bell bottoms. Dashing high-rise 
Bolero waistband with 3 button extension 
side closing. Western pockets. Luxurious 
fabric of 70% Rayon and 30% Acetate. 
Waist sizes: 27 to 36. For finished bot- 
toms on pants, add $1.00 per pair and 
give inseam measure. 

P41 Black. P43 Royal Blue. P44 Green. 
P56 Gold. P57 Grey. 


A great new Wing Tip from Italy! 
big and handsome 'over a high front . . . 
styled with the new modified broad toe. 
Sizes 6-13, all Vz sizes except 11 Vi , 12V2. 
Medium width. 3485 Black. 3486 Brown. 


IN SIX COLORS $16.95 

You’ll look dashing in this bold and bril- 
liant new California design. Deep cut V 
neck: long, flowing collar points: full puff 
sleeves: 6 inch pirate cuffs . . . made of 
a rich crepe fabric of 30% acetate and 
70% rayon. Sizes S, M, L, XL. S408 Lime 
Green. S409 Gold. S410 Oyster White. 
S411 Purple. S412 Brown. S413 Black. 


ADDA 

RUGGED 

WINGTIP 

$17.95 


* 

HANDSOME SHIRT 




